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THE  WHOLE  ART  OF  PALRTISTRY 

The  Moonti  on  the  I'nlm  are :  Mercthv,  slunlfylntr  Science  and  Art ;  Apoi  ix)jWealth ;  Rattrk,  Provi¬ 
dent,  vXiKe  in  t'ouncii;  Jip.teh,  Uappine&s;  Warlike,  l.ubuat ;  the  Muon,  Roniauce,  Pome ;  Vem'.s 

liOvelinesHof  Person. 

The  Principau  LrcEs  ox  the  Paiji  bear  the  following  sipniflcance :  TrE  I-in'E  of  Li;  e  well  colored  and 
clear,  presages  long  li,e  and  indicates  a  robust  constitution  uiid  good  character.  Small  lines  crossing  it  are 
evidence  of  Illness,  and  a  strong  indentation  means  a  v.ulent  death.  The  Lise  of  the  Heart  shows  the 
strength  of  the  affections ;  too  long  is  bad,  us  it  indicates  excessive  affection  and  a  jealous  tendency.  A 
break  in  the  line  is  weakness!  r  flckleness.  Tl.e  cause  of  an  abrupt  break  must  be  sought  in  the  moui.fc 
und''r  which  it  is  broken.  Under  Sati  kn.  Fatality.  Be  twetm  Sa’-ciin  and  Sex.  Folly.  Under  Sex,  Pride. 
Under  Merctry,  Avarice.  Bright  Red,  Ardent  Lover.  Pale  and  Broad,  Profligacy.  The  Line  of  the 
Head,  if  well  marked,  signifles  sound  sense  and  a  strong  will.  If  accompanied  by  a  sister  line  throughout, 
is  a  very  fortunate  presage.  If  it  descends  too  mucli  to  the  mount  of  t!ie  Moon,  it  tends  to  folly. 

The  Lime  of  Health,  if  long  and  straight,  indicates  suc'cess  and  health.  If  an  arrow  cuts  the 
health  line,  forming  a  cross,  it  indicates  some  malady.  If  hrokon  and  red,  it  augurs  anger  and 
biliousness. 

The  Sattbotax  Line,  when  clear  from  the  wrist  to  Mount  Patum,  Is  luxuriant  good  fortune. 
Stopping  at  the  line  of  the  heart  it  is  happiness  destroyed  by  a  love  affair.  At  the  line  of  the  head  it 
shows  good  opportunities  thmwn  away. 

The  Line  or  the  Sun  signifies  celebrity  and  political  preferment,  great  achievements  in  commerce 
or  art. 

A  very  long  thumb  denotes  will  power;  a  rhort  thumb,  simplicity;  fat  fingers.  Indolenci*  end 
gluttony;  long  and  slender  and  taperii.g.  retlmment  and  culture;  hard,  dry  and  l.nutty,  avarice  and 
eaw ;  smooth  and  soft,  with  dimples  in  the  hand,  luxury. 

But  tj  be  happy,  use  SAPOLhi  in  houseclear.ii.g,  and  lAND  SAPOUO  for  the  toilet  rnd  bath. 


GAUCHO  ROUGH  RIDER  TAMING  A  RESERVAO. 

A  PAUPA  BRONCO  THAT  HAS  DEFEATED  TARIODS  ROUGH  RIDERS  IS  “  RESERVED”  FOR  FURTHER  DEVELOPMENT. 
PVxwi  th*  p!<uter  model  hu  Solon  H.  Borglum.  lllnttratinei  FI  Fenerrao 
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SYNOPSIS  OF  PUF.CEDING  CHAI*TEKS. 

('althrop.  a  voiinR  Eiiulioh  arii*tr<HTat,  Ifft  ptMiiiilivx  by  the  tU-ath  of  hia  fathor,  who  had  bwn  unfortunate  with 
American  atorka.  Jctemiinea  to  ae«-k  hia  fortiiiu-  ahroacl.  He  aaila  for  New  York,  and  flnully  aecurea  lodginpa  near  Ida  friend 
stmthera,  temporarily  aliaeiit  in  Chiraito,  and  employment  aa  aaleaman  at  a  photo^pher'a  on  Broadway,  where  hia  leiaiin- 
momenta  are  a|wnt  in  eoiiveraation  with  a  red-haire<i  aaleawoman.  Hen'  he  reeoiniizea  a  |airtrait  of  Her,  a  beautiful,  promia- 
iiii;  youni;  atar,  and  goiiiK  to  her  |M‘rforniaure  at  one  of  the  theairea  eoneeivea  the  idea  of  writing  a  play  for  her. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

rpHE  next  fortnight  passed  very  un- 
I  eventfully.  Strothers  was  still  in 
^  Chicago,  and  there  seemed  reason  to 
believe  must  be  there  till  autumn.  Carter, 
the  actor  of  the  three-pair-back,  had  left  town 
with  the  closing  of  his  star’s  season,  and  was 
filling  an  engagement  somewhere  in  the  far 
West  with  a  summer  stock  company. 

He  grew  very  well  acquainted  in  these 
long  days  with  the  plain,  red-haired  young 
woman,  and  became  quite  fond  of  her  in  a 
nice  friendly  sort  of  way.  She  was  a  simple- 
minded  soul,  full  of  a  queer,  quaint  philoso¬ 
phy,  full  of  a  quiet  cheerfulness  and  con¬ 
tentment  with  her  lot  that  was  very  good  for 
(^althrop  at  just  this  stage.  She  told  him 
much  of  her  home  and  the  two  small  brothers, 
twins,  who  were  such  jolly  little  hou.se- 
keepers  and  who  took  such  care  of  the  bed¬ 
ridden  mother;  of  tha  good  times  they  had 
on  a  Sunday  or  a  holiday,  all  four  together, 
and  of  their  hopes  for  a  little  home  in  the 
country,  up  in  Connecticut,  when  somi* 
tiresome  litigation  over  an  uncle’s  will  should 
be  past. 

.\nd  with  all  this  she  never  asked  or  seemed 
to  expect  confidencas  from  young  Calthrop, 
for  which  he  was  so  grateful  that  he  was 
much  nicer  to  h?r  than  he  would  otherwise 
have  been,  saved  her  little  bits  of  work,  and 
even  took  h?r  of  an  evening  now  and  then 
to  one  of  the  summer  theatres,  where  there 
was  cheap  light  opera  or  vaudeville,  and 
where  on  e  had  no  need  to  dress.  He  could 
not  have  done  this  if  she  had  been  a  pretty 
girl  or  young,  and  he  took  it  as  almost  a 
personal  favor  on  her  part  that  she  had  red 
hair  and  was  plain  and  nearly  thirty.  The 
only  thing  that  disturbed  him  was  a  curious 


way  she  had  fallen  into  of  watching  him 
when  she  thought  his  attention  was  directed 
elsewhere,  and  of  looking  into  his  eyes  some¬ 
times  when  she  was  close  beside  him. 

Then  one  morning,  when  the  shop  was 
quite  empty  of  cu.stomers  and  Calthrop  was 
leaning  over  the  showcase  absorbed  in  the 
London  column  of  a  newspaper,  there  was 
a  sharp  little  “Oh-h-h !  look,  look !”  from 
the  red-haired  young  woman.  Calthrop 
looked  up  quickly  and  the  newspaper  rustled 
unnoticed  to  the  floor  under  his  feet,  for 
she  was  coming  in  at  the  door  with  a  friend, 
a  well-known  young  English  actress,  who 
had  been  during  the  season  supporting  a 
certain  very  great  actor-manager  on  his 
.\merican  tour.  The  hansom  cab  in  which 
the  two  had  come  stood  waiting  at  the  curb. 
She  wanted  a  certain  photograph  of  Sir 
Henry  Irving  in  the  character  of  Richard 
III.,  and  Calthrop  turned  to  take  down  the 
file,  with  a  queer  weakness  in  his  arms 
and  a  mo.st  embarrassing  flush  upon  his 
face. 

He  noted  that  her  voice,  at  an  ordinary 
conversational  pitch,  was  ever  sweeter  and 
more  curiously  caressing  than  on  the  stage. 
.4nd  her  hair  was  more  bronzed.  There 
was  a  great  deal  of  reddish  copper  in  it. 
Perhaps  it  was  the  faint  scent  from  the 
hair  as  she  leaned  over  the  showc2se  that 
brought  a  pounding  to  young  Calthrop’s 
heart  Mo  e  likely  it  was  the  (yes,  though. 

“Oh  don’t  be  an  ass!’’  begged  young 
(’althrop  of  himself— inwardly.  He  felt  very 
queer — possibly  he  was  going  to  be  ill — 
certainly  he  had  never  felt  quite  this  way 
before.  No  other  woman  had  ever  made  his 
heart  pound  by  merely  being  near  him. 
No  other,  that  is,  with  one  exception. 

He  caught  the  young  Englishwoman 
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looking  at  him  very  curiously  now  and  then, 
as  if  she  had  half  a  notion  that  they  had 
met  before,  but  Calthrop  only  glanced 
politely  past  her,  and  tried  to  appear  quite 
the  ordinary  salesman  in  discharge  of  his 
duties,  and  not  at  all  the  young  man  who 
had  sat  beside  her  at  dinner  on  two  separate 
occasions  in  London. 

They  stopped  a  cruelly  short  time.  She 
selected  the  photograph  she  wanted  almost 
immediately,  and  glanced  with  a  deprecatory 
little  smile  at  the  large  and  conspicuously 
exposed  pictures  of  herself,  while  Calthrop 
wrapped  up  her  purchase  and  made  the 
change.  Then  she  said  “Thank  you,”  and 
gave  him  a  little  nod  and  they  went  out  to 
their  cab. 

Calthrop  watched  them  hungrily  through 
the  window,  and  wondered  what  they  were 
talking  about  there  on  the  curb,  and  won¬ 
dered,  too,  how  it  would  seem  to  get  into  a 
hansom  with  her,  and  go  bowling  smoothly 
out  the  avenue  and  into  the  Park  and  far 
away  from  everything  and  anybody — very 
far  away.  He  stood  a  long  time  considering 
this  and  had  changed  the  hansom  to  a  vic¬ 
toria  and  Central  Park  to  St.  James  or 
Hyde  Park,  when  he  was  brought  back  to 
earth  and  sixty  bob  a  wet'k  by  the  plain 
young  woman  with  the  red  hair. 

Meanwhile  Miss  Evelyn  Berkeley  was  re¬ 
marking  to  her  companion  as  the  han.som 
paused  in  a  momentary  block  of  traffic: 

“What  a  tremendously  handsome  young 
Englishman  that  was  in  the  .shop!  He 
looked  rather  out  of  his  cta.ss,  .somehow.” 

“What!  Yes,  yes!”  .said  the  other 
young  woman  absently.  “Yes,  he  reminded 
me  very  much  of  a  man  I  met  once  or  twice 
in  London  last  year.  I’ve  forgotten  where. 
Of  course  it  wasn’t  the  .same  man.  My 
man  was  quite  smart  and  rather  importantly 
connected.” 

It  was  during  these  barren  and  lonely 
evenings,  when  tired  of  tramping  up  and 
down  Broadway  and  of  loafing  about  in 
hotel  corridors,  that  Calthrop  was  reduced  to 
sitting  in  the  Twenty-fourth  Street  two-pair- 
back  with  his  hands  in  his  lap,  and  with  all 
sorts  of  sweet  old  familiar  forbidden  memo¬ 
ries  knocking  at  his  brain  for  entrance,  and 
that  the  notion  of  trying  to  write  a  play  be¬ 
gan  to  pos.sess  him.  It  was  born  of  sheer 
desperation  in  an  idleness  that  he  felt  sure 
must  drive  him  mad  unless  something  could 
be  found  to  lighten  its  burden. 

“Though  I’m  in  no  way  sure  that  I’m  not 


mad  already,”  said  he,  shaking  his  head, 
“even  to  conceive  such  a  piece  of  rot.  / 
write  a  play !  A  real  play  that  people  would 
go  to  see  and  say  nice  things  about!  / 
write  a  play  in  the  face  of  all  the  trained 
experts  that  are  failing  at  it  every  day!” 
He  smiled  up  into  the  face  of  Miss  Evelyn 
Berkeley,  where  she  sat  over  his  little  writing 
table,  and  Miss  Evelyn  Berkeley  seemed 
to  smile  back,  not  derisively,  not  in  scorn 
of  his  presumption,  but  rather  encouragingly, 
he  thought.  At  least,  it  looked  an  encourag¬ 
ing  smile  through  the  wreaths  of  smoke  that 
rose  from  young  Calthrop’s  pipe. 

“And  yet,  do  you  know!”  said  Calthrop, 
confidential!}’  dragging  his  chair  nearer, 
“Do  you  know  I’ve  written  better  plays  than 
that  thing  I  went  to  see  last  night— lots 
better  plays,  years  ago  in  Cambridge.”  He 
waved  his  hand  in  modest  deprecation. 

“But  moonshine,  moonshine,  my  lady !” 
he  cried.  “Stop  looking  at  me  with  that 
little  encouraging  smile.  Stop  telling  me  to 
be  a  fool  in  trying  to  do  what’s  beyond  me— 
leave  me  to  my  sixty  bob  a  week  and  my 
photographs  of  glaciers  and  ballet  girls 

The  pipe  went  out,  neglected,  and  young 
Calthrop  sat,  chin  in  hands,  staring  up  into 
the  beautiful  face  of  Miss  Evelyn  Berkeley. 

“  T’d  say  to  him,’  ”  he  quoted  presently, 
“  Jones,  you  sit  down  at  your  desk,  and  you 
stick  up  in  front  of  you  one  of  those  big 
“Horse  Guards”  pictures — and  you  look  at 
it  until  you  don’t  see  anything  else  and  don’t 
think  of  anything  else,  and  then  you  write 
a  play  around  that  girl! — you  write  the 
heart  and  soul  straight  out  of  you  and  it’ll 
make  both  you  and  her  great !’  It  must  be 
your  sort  of  play — no  problems,  my  lady,  no 
flirting  about  with  the  Seventh  Command¬ 
ment,  no  post-matrimonial  intrigues,  but  a 
clean,  sweet,  beautiful  play  of  clean,  sweet, 
beautiful  love.” 

He  ro.se  from  the  little  table  and  tramped 
up  and  down  the  room,  nodding  his  head 
excitedly  and  drawing  with  vigor  at  the 
cold,  dead  pipe. 

“That’s  the  sort  of  play  it  must  be,”  he 
cried  again.  “There’s  been  enough  cyni¬ 
cism  and  bloodshed  and  vice.  We’ll  give 
them  a  play,  my  lady,  that  shall  be  like  a 
walk  through  ro.se  gardens!  We’ll  make 
them  laugh  and  we’ll  make  them  cry  all  in 
the  same  moment,  but  at  last  we’ll  .send  them 
home  with  a  .song  in  their  hearts  and 
their  minds  going  back  to  the  love  -  making 
they  did  when  young  and  innocent.  We’ll 
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make  them  dream  of  their  first  kiss— that’s 
the  thing,  by  Jove!” 

His  smile  widened  as  he  heard  the  applause 
of  those  people  who  were  to  be  brought 
back  to  youth  and  innocence  and  first 
kisses.  His  head  went  up  very  bravely 
and  his  step  became  a  sort  of  triumphal 
march  up  and  down 
the  narrow  confines 
of  the  two-pair-back. 

A  lifted  elbow  swept 
the  mantel  shelf  and 
knocked  over  one  of 
the  gold-framed  pho¬ 
tographs  there,  so 
that  it  fell  with  a 
little  crash.  Calthrop 
halted  suddenly  and 
caught  up  the  picture 
to  see  if  the  glass  had 
been  broken,  and  a 
sudden  great  change 
came  over  his  face. 

“Why,  Molly!”  he 
cried  softly,  “whv— 

Molly!” 

The  photograph 
was  of  a  very  lovely 
young  girl.  She  would 
be  English,  certainly, 
with  her  straight  nose 
and  high  brows  and 
short  Greek  mouth, 
and  the  waving  hair 
caught  in  a  great 
knot  at  the  back  of 
her  neck.  Oh,  English, 
by  all  means!  She 
would  be  a  young 
girl,  too,  not  long  out 
of  the  school  room 
probably,  but  just  on 
the  verge  of  very  ex-  ^ 

traordinary  beauty. 

Her  eyes  were  won¬ 
derful. 

“Molly- Molly!” 
said  Calthrop,  with  ' 
a  little  catch  in  his 
breath.  All  the  fever 
and  glow  of  ambition 
were  gone— all  the  v 

intoxication  of  success 
that  had  seemed,  un¬ 
der  the  smile  of  those 
other  eyes,  so  little 
a  way  ahead.  Green 


fields  and  the  smell  of  running  water ! 
scent  of  box  and  gorse  and  heather!  the 
sweep  of  hills  and  covert  that  was  dear  from 
childhood !  All  the  sights  and  sounds  and 
smells  that  were  inalienably  home,  home! 
It  came  over  him  with  an  irresistible 
rush  that  left  him  shaking— and  this  new 
life  had  dropped 
away. 

“Molly !”  whispered 
young  Calthrop,  with 
the  picture  against 
his  hot  cheek. 

Ah,  the  paddock 
where  the  sheep 
grazed  down  below 
the  yew  walk !  And 
the  river  beyond, 
with  its  willows 
along  the  bank — the 
river  where  he  and 
Molly  paddled  about 
in  the  canoe  or  poled 
up  and  down  in  a  punt 
through  the  reeds  and 
lily  pads— with  the 
gray  turrets  of  Hart¬ 
well  Towers,  Molly’s 
home,  showing  above 
the  trees  on  the  far¬ 
ther  hill — and  the 
good  old  governor, 
dear  old  governor ! 
marching  up  and 
down  the  yew  walk 
with  his  stick,  and 
grinning  meaningly 
when  he  saw  the  boy 
and  Molly  together! 

Young  Calthrop  set 
the  picture  down 
upon  the  mantel 
quickly  and  threw 
himself  into  the  chair 
before  the  little  writ¬ 
ing  table,  with  his 
face  in  his  hands. 

“I  tell  you,”  he 
cried  fiercely,  “that’s 
over  and  done  with, 
all  of  it.  Heavens! 
Can’t  you  forget  it, 
man?  I  tell  you 
that  chap  is  dead,  the 
chap  who  lived  at  the 
Abbey  and  fished  and 
rode  to  hounds  and 
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shot  and  played  with— with — Molly!  He 
died  when  the  smash  came.  I  tell  you,” 
groaned  young  Calthrop,  with  his  head  be¬ 
tween  his  straining  fists,  “I  tell  you.  I’m 
not  that  chap;  I  don’t  know  anything  about 
him !  I  sell  photographs  over  a  counter  at 
sixty  bob  a  week !” 

He  raised  a  twitching  face  to  the  gentle 
smile  of  Miss  Evelyn  Berkeley.  ‘‘My  lady,” 
he  cried !  “Oh,  my  lady,  help  me  to  forget 
all  those  things !  1  mustn’t  remember  them ! 
I  mustn’t.  I’m  going  to  write  you  a  play, 
a  beautiful,  beautiful  play!  How  can  I 
do  it  if  I’m  smelling  May  and  gorse,  and  if 
I’m  remembering  how  the  trout  jump  at 
evening,  and  how  the  sun  sets  behind  Hart¬ 
well  Towers!”  .\nd  he  drop|K*d  his  head 
into  his  hands  once  more  and  thought  how 
.Molly  u.sed  to  sing  “lx)ve’s  old  sweet  song.” 

CHAPTER  V. 

“You  see  just  how  it  is,”  .said  the  pro¬ 
prietor  regretfully,  to  the  red-haired  young 
woman;  “I’d  like  to  kwp  you  both  on,  but 
there’s  not  business  enough  to  occupy  one, 
to  say  nothing  of  the  three  of  us.  One  of 
you  1  shall  have  to  let  go  till  September. 
You  weren’t  thinking  of  taKing  a  vacation 
anyhow?”  he  in(|uired. 

The  plain  young  woman  glanced  at  Cal¬ 
throp,  who  was  rearranging  the  display  cf 
photographs  in  the  window  out  of  hearing. 

“Why — why,  no,”  she  said,  “that  is,  I  — 
hadn’t  thought  much  about  it.”  But  just 
now  she  did  some  very  rapid  thinking  about 
what  the  loss  of  two  months’  wages  would 
mean  to  the  mother  and  the  two  little  chaps. 

“Of  course,”  continued  the  pro|)rietor, 
“you  have  been  with  me  longer  than  Cal¬ 
throp,  and  in  case  you  hadn’t  lH*en  meaning 
to  take  a  -  a  rest  anyhow,”  and  he  pau.scd 
suggestively,  “I  suppose  I  should  have  to 
drop  him.  Calthrop  could  be  of  great  serv¬ 
ice  getting  that  .\ugust  consignment  from 
Ix)ndon,  though.” 

“Will  you  let  me  think  it  over  during  the 
day?”  asked  the  red-haired  young  woman, 
her  eyes  still  upon  Mr.  Calthrop. 

‘‘Why,  yes,  yes,  to  be  sure,”  said  he. 
“Think  it  over  and  let  me  know  to-night  or 
to-morrow.” 

Young  Calthrop  came  back  from  the  win¬ 
dow,  scrubbing  at  his  dusty  hands  with  a 
handkerchief  and  smiling  amusedlj’. 

“I’ve  put  Oom  Paul  Kruger  between  the 
Mayor  of  New  York  and  the  august  head  of 


Tammany  Hall !”  said  he.  ‘‘And  I  think  he 
looks  very  nice  there.  I  have  flanked  them 
with  some  very,  very  French  actresses  in 
Liberty  scarfs,  and  I’ve  put  the  Florodora 
Sextette  over  them.  I  call  that  a  very  artis¬ 
tic  ensemble,  myself.  You  should  go  outside 
and  look  at  it.” 

The  red-haired  young  woman  shook  her 
head. 

“No,  I’ll  take  your  word  for  it,”  said  she. 
“It’s  hot  outsi(!e.”  She  tapped  absently 
upon  the  showcase  with  her  fingers  and  then 
looked  up  into  Calthrop’s  eyes. 

“How  do  you  stand  the  heat?”  she  asked. 
“It  must  lx>  worse  than  anything  you  have 
known.” 

Calthrop  gave  a  little  shrug.  “Oh,  as  for 
that,”  said  he,  “one  never  knows  what  one 
can  bear  till  the  test  comes.  I  sup|)ose  it  has 
hardly  lK>gun  yet— the  heat.  I  suppose  we 
shall  have  a  couple  of  months  of  it  at  the 
least?” 

“You— you  weren’t  thinking  of  taking 
any  vacation,  then?”  inquired  the  young 
woman.  “You’re  going  to  keep  at  it  all 
.summer?” 

“Vacation !”  .scoffed  Calthrop,  “bless  you, 
no !  I’m  not  in  the  way  of  taking  vaadions. 
I’d  jolly  well  like  to,  but  you  see,  I  jolly  well 
can’t;  but,  I  say,  you’re  not  going  off,  are 
you?  You’re  not  going  to  leave  a  chap 
alone  here?” 

The  plain  young  woman  turned  quite 
pink. 

“Why,”  .said  she,  “I — I  wasn’t — I  mean, 
that  it  is  to  .say,  I  think  I  shall,  at — at  the 
end  of  the  week,  you  know,  just  till  Sep¬ 
tember.  I’ve  a  little  bit  of  money  laid 
away  that  will  tide  us  over  the  Summer  and 
— so  I  think  I  shall  take  a  rest.  It — it  isn’t 
as  if  I  couldn’t  be  spared  here,  you  know,” 
.said  the  red-haired  young  woman. 

“No,  oh,  no,  of  course  not,”  agreed  Cal¬ 
throp.  “There  isn’t  anything  to  do— but 
it’s  going  to  be  beastly  dull  all  alone  in  the 
shop.  I  shall  miss  you.” 

The  plain  young  woman  turned  and  went 
down  to  the  end  of  the  shop  in  search  of 
something  which  apparently  refused  to  be 
found,  but  she  smiled  quite  cheerfully  when 
she  rtdurned. 

“Come  and  see  me — us,  I  mean,”  she  said, 
“whenever  you  have  an  hour  or  two  to  spare 
and  feel  lonesome.  We  sha’n’t  be  going  out 
of  town.  I’d  like  you  to  see  the  kiddies. 
Drop  in  on  a  Sunday — that  is,”  she  added 
he.sitatingly,  “if— if  you’d  care  to.” 
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“Care  to,”  said  Calthrop  heartily,  “well,  know;  some  one  you  cared  about  quite 
rather !  Of  course  I  shall  come  if  I  may,”  hopelessly — oh,  quite  hopelessly,  and — and 
and  the  red-haired  young  woman  saw  fit  to  expected  nothing  from?” 
turn  pink  once  more.  Then  presently,  after  “Why,”  said  young  Calthrop,  “if  I  really 
they  had  been  talking  of  something  else,  — cared— why,  I  think  I’d  do  just  about 
“Tell  me,”  said  she,  “I’ve — I’ve  been  think-  anything,  wouldn’t  you?  Just  about  any- 
ing  about  a— a  sort  of  friend  of  mine  who  had  thing  in  my  power,” 
a  queer  problem  offered.  Tell  me  how  “At  any  cost?”  said  the  red-haired  young 
much  would  you  do  for  some  one  you  cared  woman. 

about— some  one  quite  beyond  you,  you  “At  any  cost,”  agreed  Mr.  Calthrop. 
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The  young  woman  gave  a  relieved  little 
sigh. 

“Yes,  I  thought  you  v/ould  say  that,” 
said  she.  “I  thought  that’s  what  you’d 
do.  Yes,  I  think  I  should  do  anything — 
thank  you.” 

CHAPTER  VI. 

The  play  progressed— rather  unevenly,  to 
be  sure,  and  by  fits,  but  it  progressed.  There 
were  false  starts  along  ways  that  turned  out 
impasses;  there  were  schemes  beautiful  in 
conception  that  developed  impassibilities 
when  one  came  to  elaborate  them;  but  after 
a  week  or  so  of  this  there  came  a  plot,  clear 
and  simple  and  moving  inevitably  to  its 
climax— a  plot  not  .startling  in  the  least,  not 
weird,  nor  bizarre,  nor  tragic— perhaps  not 
even  strikingly  original;  but,  after  all,  it 
was  not  the  plot  which  was  to  make  the  play, 
but  its  telling. 

There  were  evenings  of  enthusiasm,  of 
inspiration,  when  a  pen  could  not  go  fast 
enough  and  .Miss  Evelyn  Berkeley  sat  a 
living,  thrilling  presence  over  the  little  writ¬ 
ing  table;  and  after  them,  evenings  when 
young  Calthrop’s  mind  was  a  weary  blank, 
when  he  loathed  the  .sight  of  pen  and  paper, 
and  his  whole  enterprise  seemed  the  maddest 
and  most  preposterous  noasense. 

Then  driven  quite  to  desperation,  he 
would  snatch  up  a  hat  and  rush  out  into 
the  night  to  tramp  up  and  down  Broad¬ 
way  or  the  avenue,  beating  his  stick  savagely 
upon  the  pavement,  and  calling  himself  all 
the  unplea.sant  names  that  a  naturally 
active  imagination  could  invent  on  the  spur 


of  the  moment.  How  he  grew  to  loathe 
that  familiar  stretch  between  Madison 
Square  and  Forty-second  Street ! 

Sometimes  when  it  was  very  hot  and  the 
streets  were  breathless  cafions  of  stone  and 
asphalt,  where  no  vagrant  breeze  even 
strayed,  and  over-used  air  seemed  never  to 
change  from  one  day’s  end  to  another,  he 
would  get  on  one  of  the  open  street  cars  and 
ride  to  the  Battery  and  sit  there  for  hours 
on  a  wooden  bench,  under  the  sputtering  arc 
lights,  watching  the  throng  that  surged  un¬ 
ceasingly  about  the  sea-wall,  and  taking  deep 
breaths  of  the  clean  salt  air  that  came  in 
across  the  Bay. 

People  moved  up  beside  him  on  the  benches 
and  spoke  to  him  with  the  ea.sy  familiarity  of 
the  American  lower  class;  ladies  of  an  ob¬ 
vious  profe.ssion  who  called  him  “My  Dear,” 
and  said  that  this  hot  weather  did  make  one 
thirsty;  beggars  who  pleaded  for  a  few  cents 
to  get  a  cup  of  coffee  and  some  crackers 
(none  of  them  had  had  anything  to  eat  for 
several  days).  Young  ('althrop  was  greatly 
interested  to  know  what  they  wanted  with 
crackers,  crackers  seemed  such  strange 
things  for  a  beggar  to  be  playing  about  with, 
till  he  found  out  later  that  crackers  were 
biscuits.  .4nd  there  were  others  of  a  plea.s- 
anter  sort,  workingmen  and  their  neat 
wives  out  for  a  breath  of  live  air  before 
seeking  an  impossible  sleep  in  the  furnaces 
they  called  home;  captains  or  engineers  of 
harbor  craft,  off  duty  for  the  night;  bagmen— 
they  called  themselves  “drummers”  here  in 
America— who  were  stopping  at  some  down¬ 
town  hotels  and  who  were  very  curious  as  to 
Calthrop’s  private  affairs. 

He  grew  rather  fond  of 
the  Battery:  the  same 
water  that  cradled  Eng-  . 
land  slapped  its  stone 
walls.  He  watched  the 
lights  on  Staten  Island, 
and  said  to  him.self  that 
just  behind  that  yellow 
glow  were  the  green  downs 
of  Devon,  and  the  Abbey 
and  Hartwell  Towers. 
And  when  the  sky  was 
full  of  red  and  blue  and 
purple  flashes  over  behind 
Governor’s  Island  at 
Manhattan  Beach,  he 
pretended  that  it  was  an 
exhibition  at  Earl’s  Court, 
but  that  he  didn’t  care  to 
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go  to  it,  you  know,  because  those  things 
were  always  so  very,  very  rowdy. 

He  watched  the  steamships  move  slowly 
out  of  the  channel  toward  that  great  space 
of  open  black  beyond— 
excursion  boats  to  Coney 
Island,  most  of  them,  but 
now  and  then  a  big  one, 
high  out  of  the  water, 
with  fewer  lights  and  two 
or  three  great  funnels 
aline.  .\n(I  these  young 
Calthrop  pretended  were 
going  home,  as  doubtless 
some  of  them  were. 

“You  lucky  devils !’’ 
he  would  cry  softly, 
beating  his  hands 
upon  the  iron  arms 
of  his  bench.  “Oh, 
you  lucky,  lucky 
devils!  You  are  going 
home,  home,  God  bless 
you!  Home  to  the 
greenest,  cleanest,  , 
dearest  little  island 
in  all  the  great  world!  Home 
to  the  good  old  sights  and 
sounds  and  smells— London  fog 
and  Devon  sunshine— and  the 
roast  beef  of  old  England — which,” 
he  would  add  cynically,  “you  are 
probably  carrying  with  you  from 
('hicago.  Home!  And  I’ve  got 
to  stop  here  in  the  desert  and— 
and  sell  photographs !” 

Still  the  play  progressed,  thanks 
to  the  evenings  of  inspiration  and 
industry;  and  these  evenings  grew 
more  and  more  frequent  as  the 
thing  took  completer  shape.  It 
grew  to  possess  him,  the  play,  till 
he  lived  in  it  night  and  day.  He 
was  much  alone  in  the  Broadway  ' 
shop,  for  the  proprietor  was 
seldom  about,  and  the  red-haired  young 
woman  was,  of  cour.se,  no  longer  there.  So 
that  young  Calthrop  had  many  long  hours 
in  which  to  hang  over  an  idle  showcase  and 
discuss  with  himsidf  minor  details  of  the 
thing  that  filled  all  his  mind,  to  balance 
situations  and  to  polish  dialogue. 

(’HAPTKR  VII. 

Then  one  Sunday  afternoon,  when  the 
play  was  at  a  temporary  halt  and  he  could 
seem  to  do  nothing  with  it,  he  gave  it  his 
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blessing  and  mounted  the  elevated  railway 
at  Twenty-third  Street  to  make  a  call  upon 
the  red-haired  young  woman  with  the  mother 
who  wouldn’t  walk  any  more,  and  the 
two  little  kiddies 
who  walked  so  much 
that  shoes  were  an 
important  item  of  ex¬ 
pense. 

She  lived  far  out  in 
Harlem,  near  the  155th 
Street  terminus  of  the 
line,  indeed,  and  Cal¬ 
throp  thought  he 
should  never  get  there. 

But  he  found  the 
house  easily.  It  was  a 
very  tiny  cottage,  set 
between  a  cheap  red¬ 
brick  shop  building 
and  a  high  grass- 
topped  bluff  of  rock 
which  had  not  yet  been 
blasted  away  to  make 
room  for  the  ever- 
encroaching  tide  of 
construction.  Across 
the  street  was  a  vacant 
lot  given  over  at  this 
particular  time  to  a  very  noisy  ex¬ 
hibition  of  the  national  game  as  ex¬ 
ploited  by  the  extreme  youth  of  upper 
Harlem,  but  the  game  was  temporarily 
suspended  to  allow  players  and  spec¬ 
tators  a  few  moments  of  untrammeled 
joy  over  Mr.  Calthrop’s  frock  coat 
and  top  hat. 

That  gentleman,  quite  red  as  to 
countenance,  turned  hastily  in  the 
gate  of  the  cottage  and  the  young 
woman  rose  from  the  steps  to  meet 
him.  She  was  almost  pretty.  In 
deference  to  the  weather,  she  wore 
something  white  and  .soft  and  summer- 
like,  open  a  bit  at  the  neck — she  had  a 
nice  throat — and  with  sleeves  reaching  only 
to  the  elbows.  Her  red  hair,  done  in  some 
softer,  less  severe  style  than  before,  curled 
becomingly  about  her  forehead  and  ears. 
She  was  breathing  rather  quickly. 

“Oh,  this  is  good  of  you !”  she  said.  “This 
is  good  of  you.  I  am  so  glad !” 

“So  am  I,”  said  young  Calthrop,  shaking 
her  hand.  “That  is,”  he  added,  smiling, 
“if  it’s  really  you.  I  didn’t  quite  know  you 
at  first.” 

He  looked  down  at  the  fresh  white  frock. 
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“You’ve  such  a  frivolous  air!”  he  com¬ 
plained.  “Such  a  seashore,  summer-girl- 
having-your-vacation  look!  Xo,  you  are 
not  the  young  woman  I  used  to  know  at  all. 
You  never  sold  photographs.  I  must  be 
going  on:  I’m  looking  for  somebody  else.” 

“Indeed,  you’re  not  going  on,”  said  she. 
('althrop  wondered  what  had  evoked  that 
very  becoming  flush.  “You’re  coming  in  to 
mek  mother,  and,  if  that  ball  game  ever 
ends,  the  kiddies,  too — I  believe  one  of  them 
is  playing  at  first  base  and  the  other  behind 
the  bat.  Did  they  make  fun  of  your  hat? 
Dear,  dear !  You  see,  they  probably  have 
never  seen  a  top  hat  Iwfore,  except  in  pic¬ 
tures.” 

The  mother  was  in  an  invalid  chair  under 
the  straggling  vines  of  the  porch,  and  she 
turned  out  to  be  a  very  dear  old  lady  indeed, 
with  a  tongue  in  her  head  and  a  never-ending 
flow  of  cheerfulness. 

“You  have  put  us  under  an  obligation 
that  we  can  never  repay,”  said  she,  beaming 
upon  him,  “by  coming  just  at  that  instant. 
You  see,  the  kiddies  are  playing  on  the  side 
that’s  in  the  field,  and  the  score  was  thirteen 
to  thirteen,  with  two  out  and  the  bases  full. 
When  they  all  stopped  to  look  at  you,  the 
lad  that’s  at  the  bat  quite  lo.st  his  head. 
He’ll  never  be  able  to  hit  anything  now. 
You’ve  saved  the  day.”  .\nd  the  merry  old 
lady  chuckled  delightedly. 

Calthrop  laughed,  though  he  had  not  the 
remotest  idea  of  what  “  two  out  and  the 
bases  full”  signified. 

“I’m  sorry  it  isn’t  cricket,”  said  he,  “for 
I’d  like  to  play.” 

“Not  in  that!"  .said  the  young  woman 
anxiously.  “You  couldn’t,  you  know;  really 
you  couldn’t.” 

“No,”  declared  Mr.  ('althrop,  firmly, 
“not  in  that.  I  should  leave  that  in  your 
care.  Also  this,"  and  he  spread  out  the  skirt 
of  his  coat  over  the  step  where  he  was  sitting, 
to  tempt  a  very  small  but  venturesome 
kitten,  who  sniffed  at  him  uncertainly,  and 
finding  him  innocent  of  harm,  curled  up  on 
the  proffered  coat. 

He  inquired  about  the  suit  at  law,  and 
they  told  him  that  they  had  brighter  hopes 
than  ever  before  of  its  turning  out  well  for 
them.  > 

“The  very  brightest  hopes,  Mr.  Calthrop,” 
said  the  mother.  “Oh,  and  if  it  does,  if  it 
does,  I  know  of  one  old  woman  who’ll  be 
as  happy  as  we’re  allowed  to  be  here  below, 
and  one  young  one,  too,  and  a  pair  of  kiddi  s 


into  the  bargain.  If  we  win  it  means  the 
old  home  in  Danbury  where  I  was  born, 
God  bless  it!  and  enough  to  keep  us  all 
comfortably.  It’s  a  queer  old  place,  with 
an  orchard  and  a  garden,  and  a  white  little 
house  with  green  blinds,  and  there  are 
.sjTingas  and  snowballs  and  dogwood  in  the 
front  yard.  Dear,  dear !  I  could  cry  at  the 
thought.  You  don’t  know  what  exile  is, 
Mr.  Calthrop!” 

“Don’t  I?”  said  young  ('althrop, and  the 
change  that  came  over  his  face  for  an  instant 
held  the  women  .silent.  “Oh,  don’t  I, 
though?” 

The  younger  woman  thrt*w  out  a  hand 
and  touched  his  arm. 

“Oh,  forgive  us!”  she  cried  softly.  Her 
eyes  were  full  of  the  look  that  had  baffled 
and  worried  young  ('althrop  sometimes  in 
the  Broadway  shop — the  look  he  couldn’t 
make  out.  “Forgive  us,  we — we  didn’t 
think.” 

“Oh,  that’s  all  right,”  he  cried  cheerfully; 
“I’ve  nothing  to  complain  of  just  now,  cer¬ 
tainly.  I  haven’t  had  so  good  a  time  since 
I  came  to  .\merica.”  The  young  woman 
looked  away.  Her  breathing  appeared 
.somewhat  disturbed  again. 

The  kiddies  appeared  when  the  ball  game* 
was  over,  chanting  a  paean  of  victory,  one 
of  them  proudly  exhibiting  a  badly  maimed 
finger.  They  were  very  jolly  little  chaps, 
though  they  set>med  pained  and  a  bit 
scandalized  at  the  Englishman’s  ignorance 
of  the  very  fundamental  principles  of  ba  1. 

.\ltogether  young  Calthrop  passed  an  un- 
exptH-cedly  pleasant  afternoon,  and  rose  to 
go  with  genuine  regret.  The  kiddies  in¬ 
sisted  upon  accompanying  him  to  the  sta¬ 
tion  of  the  elevated,  and  the  two  women 
smiled  him  a  good-by  from  the  vine-hung 
porch,  and  told  him  how  .soon  he  must  come 
again. 

But  after  he  had  passed  out  of  sight  the 
red-haired  young  woman  sat  for  a  long  time 
on  her  little  porch  cushion,  with  her  cheek 
against  the  arm  of  the  mother’s  chair,  and 
stared  out  across  the  street,  and  the  mother 
was  silent,  too.  Then  at  last : 

“Dearie !” 

•  “Yes,  mummie,”  said  the  red-haired  young 
woman. 

“\\  hy  did  you  leave  the  shop  last  month?” 

The  red-haired  young  woman  looked  up 
into  her  mother’s  face, 

“One  of  us  had  to  go,  mummie,”  said  she. 
“There  was  not  enough  work  for  both.” 
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“Andsoyoudiditfor— for  him?”  “Poor  little  girl!”  faltered  the  old  lady; 

“Yes,mummie,”said  the  red-haired  young  “poor  little  dear !” 
woman,  very  low.  “I  did  it  for  him— but,  “No,”  cried  the  young  woman  firmly; 

oh,  he  must  never  know— never,  never !”  “no,  mummie,  I’m  not  to  be  pitied !  I’m 
There  was  another  long  silence,  while  the  glad,  glad,  do  you  hear?  I’ve — I’ve  known 

feeble  old  hand  played  among  the  red  waves  always  that  it  was  hopeless.  I’ve  never 
of  the  girl’s  hair.  dreamed  of  it’s  being— otherwise,  but  it’s- 

“Has  it — been — long,  dearie?”  it’s,  oh,  something  to  have  lived  for.  I’m 


‘“YOU  don't  know  what  exile  is  MR.  CALTHROP. 

The  red-haired  young  woman  drew  her  glad,  mummie,  glad!”  The  hand  at  hes 

mother’s  hand  down  in  both  of  her  own  cheek  stirred  and  stirred  again, 

and  held  it  to  her  cheek.  “We’ve  only  each  other,  dear,”  said  the 

“.Almost  from  the— first,  1  think,”  said  old  lady,  after  a  time, 
she,  “but  it’s — very  impossible,  mummie,  “It’s  enough,  mummie,”  whispered  the 
and  he  mu.st  never  know - ”  plain  young  woman. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

The  hot  summer  passed,  swiftly  at  times, 
interminably  lagpng  at  others,  and  young 
Calthrop,  over  his  coffee  and  Herald  one 
morning,  awoke  to  the  fact  that  September 
was  almost  upon  him. 

.Miss  Evelyn  Berkeley  was  expected  from 
London  in  a  week’s  time  and  was  to  open 
at  the  Lyric  with  “The  Horse  Guards,’ 
again.  She  was  reported  to  have  been 
casting  about  unsuccessfully  for  a  new'  play 
to  run  through  the  w'inter. 

“Unsuccessfully,  of  course,”  said  Calthrop, 
with  mock  gravity.  “She  hasn’t  seen  my 
play  yet— ay,  now'  there’s  the  rub!  How 
am  I  going  to  get  it  before  the  proper  people? 
I  don’t  know'  any  of  them,  and  I  do  know' 
about  how  much  chance  an  obscure  stranger 
has  for  a  hearing.  Carter,  by  Jove!”  he 
cried  suddenly.  “Why  didn’t  I  think  of 
Carter  before?  Carter  knows  everybody. 
He’s  a  queer  sort,  but  then  he’s  American. 
I  dare  say  he’s  a  very  good  chap  w  hen  you 
come  to  know  him.  He  ought  to  be  here 
soon.  He  w'as  to  finish  out  there  in  the 
provinces  before  this  time.” 

And  like  the  proverbial  angel.  Carter 
turned  up  the  very  next  day  and  took  his 
old  room  in  Tw'enty-fourth  Street. 

He  descended  upon  Calthrop  in  the  even¬ 
ing,  talking  loudly  of  his  triumph  among  the 
“yaps”,  and  boasting  of  the  flood  of  Broad- 


well,  you  see,  I — I’ve  been  writing  a  play— I 
used  to  do  that  sort  of  thing  more  or  less,  you 
know'.”  He  hurried  on  as  Carter’s  mouth 
opened.  “It’s  not  altogether  a  new'  trick, 
though  I  dare  say  the  play  is  something 
awful.  You— you  may  remember  that  just 
before  you  w'ent  away,  w'e  w'ere  talking  about 
Miss— Berkeley,  and  you  were  saying  how 
badly  she  net'ded  a  play — w'ell.  I’ve  been 
having  a  shot  at  it,  that’s  all.  Rather  silly, 
isn’t  it?” 

“Oh,  I  don’t  know,”  said  Carter,  staring 
curiously  at  the  young  Englishman.  “Of 
course,  lots  of  people  write  plays,  and,  of 
course,  most  of  them  are  bad,  but— you  say 
you  used  to  write  them,  that  it’s  not  alto¬ 
gether  a  new' trick?” 

“In  my  ’varsity  days,  you  know.”  ex¬ 
plained  young  Calthrop.  “We’d  a  dramatic 
club  there  in  Cambridge  and  I— I  used  to 
write  the  plays.  That  doesn’t  amount  to 
much,  does  it?  Still,  it  gives  one  just  a  bit 
of  an  idea  of  what’s  required,  you  know— 
the  fundamentals.” 

“Suppose  you  let  me  read  the  play,”  sug¬ 
gested  Carter.  “I’ll  take  it  upstairs  and 
read  it  over  this  evening.  I  haven’t  any¬ 
thing  to  do.  Perhaps  I  could  make  some 
suggestions  about  stage  business,  and  that 
sort  of  thing.  Anvhow',  I’ll  have  a  look 
at  it.” 

“Now',  I  call  that  very  decent  of  Carter,” 
he  mused,  when  the  actor  had  gone  up- 
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w'ay  offers  for  the  coming  season  that  beset 
him  on  every  side. 

“But  I  say,”  he  protested,  “you’re  looking 
thin,  and  white  around  the  gills!  Too 
much  hot  w'eather?” 

“Oh,  yes,  I  dare  say,”  said  Calthrop.  “It 
has  been  rather  hot  and  I’m  just  a  bit  seedy.” 

“Well,  I  don’t  envy  you,”  said  the  Ameri¬ 
can.  “What  have  you  been  at,  just  selling 
photographs?” 

Young  Calthrop  relighted  his  pipe  and 
took  a  turn  up  and  dow'n  the  room. 

“Why,  yes,”  said  he,  with  an  embarrassed 
little  laugh;  “that,  too,  of  course,  but — 

(To  bet 


stairs.  “He’s  a  better  chap  than  I  took 
him  for.  You  never  can  make  these  .Ameri¬ 
cans  out,  they’re  such  a  strange  lot.” 

And  then,  because  he  was  far  too  excited 
and  restless  to  settle  dow'n  to  a  book  or  go 
to  bed,  he  took  his  hat  and  went  out  into 
the  streets,  where  a  cool  breeze  was  blow'ing 
and  the  heat  was  less  disturbing,  striking 
off  up  the  Avenue  and  walking  for  an  hour 
or  more  till  he  was  quieted  a  bit  and  tired 
and  ready  for  bed. 

He  W'as  kept  awake  a  long  time,  how'ever, 
by  the  apparent  restlessness  of  his  theatrical 
friend  in  the  room  directly  above. 
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Worldly  wise,  exceeding  clever, 
Of  a  graciousness  innate; 

.-1  nd  in  any  role  whatever — 

Up  to  date. 


CHU  'AGO 

Haughty,  but  uot  quite  alanniug. 
Dangerous,  in  a  xvinsome  way; 
Maiden  of  the  West,  you're  charming, 
AU  men  say. 
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Languid,  graccjtil,  su'cct-anJ-twenty, 
In  a  hundred  hearts  enshrined. 
Life  is  "dolce  far  niente” 

To  your  kind. 
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“The  King  Ahasuerus  .  .  .  commanded  Vashti,  the  Queen,  to  be  brought  in  before  him,  but 

she  come  not.  .  .  .  Let  it  be  written  among  the  laws  of  the  Persians  and  the  Medes,  that  it  be  not 

altered,  that  Vashti  come  no  more  before  Ahasuerus,  and  let  the  King  give  her  royal  estate  unto  another.” 
The  Book  of  Etlhn  I:  IT-IM. 


Many  farsangs  westward  from  Susa, 
the  palace  of  the  Persian  Kings, 
on  the  lily-bordered  banks  of  the 
Euphrates  as  it  floweth  through  the  country 
called  Babylonia,  lay  the  homes  of  Djendil, 
tiller  of  the  soil,  and  of  the  money-changer, 
Otanes.  Now  Djendil  was  a  man  of  great 
wealth,  owning  numerous  fields  rich  with 
sesame,  and  barley,  and  pomegranate,  and 
melon  vines;  and  Otanes,  also,  was  a  man 
of  prominence,  being  a  collector  of  royal 
tithes  for  the  province  in  which  he  dwelt. 
It  is  of  the  dolorous  love  of  Newdir,  the  son 
of  Djendil,  and  of  Vashti,  Otanes’  daughter, 
that  this  tale  doth  tell. 

With  a  love  that  shall  endure  through 
the  ages,  Newdir  loved  the  damsel  Vashti. 
And  even  so  was  he  loved  in  return;  for 
as  she  was  beautiful,  so  he  was  strong. 
He  matched  the  silken  softness  of  her  flesh 
with  a  strength  that  could  fell  a  bullock 
with  one  blow';  and  for  the  melting  sweetness 
of  her  eyes  he  gave  her  such  skill  in  manly 
games  as  was  the  marvel  of  all  who  looked 
upon  him.  Also  was  he  of  exceeding  good 
countenance,  and  no  man  could  surpass  him 
in  the  greatness  of  his  heart. 

In  the  second  year  of  the  reign  of  King 
Xer.xes  (who  ruled  from  India  even  beyond 
Eg>’pt)  it  befell  that  late  one  evening 
Newdir  and  Vashti  stood  together  in  the 
fields  by  the  river’s  marge,  and  love  filled 
their  hearts  with  tenderness.  But  strange 
foreboding  of  evil  days  had  come  upon 
Vashti,  and  as  she  told  Newdir  of  her  fears 
she  wept,  and  it  was  hard  to  comfort  her,  so 
strong  did  her  prescience  bide.  Yet  anon 
she  dried  her  tears  and  smiled. 

Then  Newdir  bent  his  head  and  kksed 
her  on  the  mouth,  and  spoke  soft  words  to 
her,  such  as  lovers  speak.  While  they  stood 
lost  to  all  save  knowiedge  of  their  love,  sud¬ 
denly  the  sound  of  galloping  horses  smote 


upon  their  ears,  and  they  were  aware  that  a 
cavalcade,  all  gaily  dight  in  brazen  armor, 
had  come  upon  them.  From  the  .shoulders 
of  the  horsemen  hung  the  purple  mantles  of 
the  highly-born,  and  their  horses  were 
flecked  with  foam,  as  though  they  had  been 
ridden  hard  and  long.  Seeing  it  was  too  late 
to  seek  concealment  from  the  .strangers’ 
eyes,  Vashti  hastily  sought  to  cover  her 
face  with  the  folds  of  her  .saffron  veil.  But 
her  nervous  efforts  were  in  vain,  for  ere  she 
could  unfasten  the  jewel  that  had  held  back 
her  wimple  as  she  communed  with  her 
lover,  the  nobleman  w  ho  rode  first  observed 
her  beauty,  and  his  eyes  lightened  with  ex¬ 
ceeding  admiration  as  he  said: 

“I  be.s(>ech  thee,  maiden,  seek  not  to  hide 
thy  loveliness  from  us !  I  wonder  not  that 
thy  veil  refuseth  to  cover  thee,  for  by  the 
glory  of  .Anahita,  thy  beauty  maketh  the 
fairness  of  the  moon-faced  ladies  of  the 
King’s  harem  to  fade  into  nothingness! 
Tell  me  thy  father’s  name,  that  I  may  ar¬ 
range  to  take  thee  unto  my  palace  in  Media, 
for  thou  art  far  fitter  to  grace  princely  halls 
than  to  dwell  among  people  of  the  fields, 
where  thy  beauty  must  be  little  reckoned.” 

Now  Newdir  spoke,  and  his  voice  was  dry 
and  harsh,  for  the  noble’s  words  had  chilled 
him  to  the  marrow— 

“This  maiden,  O  Lord  and  Governor,  is 
the  daughter  of  Otanes,  the  money-changer, 
a  man  full  loyal  to  the  King  ;  also,  she  is  my 
betrothed  wife.  Not  all  the  gold  of  India 
could  tempt  her  father  to  render  his  daugh¬ 
ter  unto  thy  keeping!” 

The  horsemen  laughed  ominously  at  the 
words  of  Newdir,  while  their  leader,  un¬ 
abashed,  turned  his  gaze  from  A'ashti  to  the 
youth  and  .said: 

“And  who  art  thou,  .springald,  to  chal¬ 
lenge  the  power  of  the  Prince  of  Media?” 

Now’  Memucan,  Prince  of  .Media,  was  a 
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mighty  man  among  the  nations  of  the  East, 
standing  high  in  the  affections  of  King 
Xerxes;  and  of  this  Newdir  was  well  aware. 
So,  fearing  further  to  rouse  his  displeasure, 
he  saluted  the  great  man,  and  made  known 
that  he  was  the  son  of  Djendil— of  whom 
Memucan  had  heard.  Xewdir’s  tone  having 
softened,  the  Prince  spoke  no  more  concern¬ 
ing  Vashti,  but  bade  the  youth  go  straight¬ 
way  unto  the  home  of  his  father  and  of  those 
who  dwelt  nigh  to  him,  and  make  known  that 
the  Prince  of  Media  had  come,  in  advance 
of  the  army,  to  seek  a  resting  place  befitting 
the  ruler  of  the  world;  for,  lo !  the  day  of  the 
great  King’s  birth  drew  nigh,  and  he  fain 
would  hold  a  festival  unto  him.self,  and  in 
celebration  of  his  triumph  over  the  Egyp¬ 
tians.  .And  at  this  Xewdir’s  heart  gave  a 
throb,  for  in  his  .soul  he  was  a  warrior,  and 
had  long  yearned  to  see  an  army  in  its 
might. 

So  saying:  “I  go  to  do  thy  bidding,  great 
Prince,”  he  took  Vashti’s  hand  within  his 
own,  and  together  they  pas.sed  away  over 
the  fields  unto  their  dwellings.  .And  Memu¬ 
can  sat  upon  his  horse  and  gazed  after  the 
figure  of  the  damsel  until  she  was  lost  to 
sight  beyond  the  meadows;  then  giving  the 
bridle  to  his  steed,  he  galloped  back  with  his 
warrior-nobles  to  make  known  that  a  place 
befitting  the  King’s  encampment  had  been 
found. 

.As  the  lovers  walked  homeward,  the  sun 
.sank  rapidly  into  the  plain  beyond  the 
river,  and  the  air  becoming  chill,  Newdir 
enfolded  Vashti  with  his  mantle.  But  even 
as  he  touched  her,  she  trembled  as  one  sud¬ 
denly  awakened  from  unplea.sant  dreams, 
and  drawing  clo.ser  to  his  .side,  they  thus 
quickly  went  back  unto  the  house  of  her 
father.  There  taking  tender  leave,  the  son 
of  Djendil  ran  with  the  speed  of  an  antelope 
unto  all  those  who  dwelt  across  the  fields 
and  meadows  and  told  them  of  the  coming 
of  the  King.  Then,  his  task  being  finished, 
he  went  back  unto  his  home  to  .seek  rest  in 
sleep,  for  the  night  was  late  and  he  was  weary 
with  much  running. 

The  dawn  found  him  awake,  and  ri.sing, 
he  donned  his  raiment  and  again  went 
across  the  fields,  full  curious  to  espy  what 
had  befallen  in  the  night. 

Behold !  the  sight  that  met  his  eyes  filled 
him  with  wonder  and  amaze.  Line  upon 
line,  the  pavilions  of  the  armies  of  Persia 
stretched  along  the  banks  of  the  Euphrates, 
and  back  over  the  fields  as  far  as  the  eye 


could  see.  As  his  sight  became  accustomed, 
the  youth  observed  that  the  tents  were  of 
different  patterns  and  designs,  and  of  various 
colors,'  being  evidence  that  men  of  many 
nations  were  in  the  King’s  following.  Such 
an  array  had  never  been  gathered  together 
since  men  began  to  play  at  the  world-old 
game  of  war — for  their  numbers  were  as 
the  .sands  of  the  .sea,  which  are  not  to  be 
counted. 

Beholding  all  these  things,  the  soul  of 
Newdir  was  raLsed,  and  a  de.sire  was  con¬ 
ceived  within  him  to  be  even  as  one  of  the 
captains  that  moved  from  place  to  place, 
that  he  al.so  might  command  and  be  obeyed. 
.Aimle.ssly  he  wandered  on,  passing  one 
encampment  after  another,  until  he  was 
come  among  some  tents  larger  than  the 
others  and  of  peculiar  fashion;  while  on 
every  .side  were  accoutrements  of  superfine 
finish,  and  other  manifestations  of  costli¬ 
ness;  for  (though  he  knew  it  not)  Newdir 
was  now  close  to  the  centre  of  the  camp, 
where  stood  the  .silken  pavilion  of  him  who 
deemed  him.self  King  of  the  World;  and 
these  men  that  were  about  him,  arrayed  in 
such  gorgeous  raiment,  were  the  Ten  Thou¬ 
sand  Immortals,  which  rank  first  of  all  the 
soldiery  of  the  F)ast. 

Now  as  the  youth  stood  in  the  midst  of  the 
encampment,  leaning  carelessly  against  the 
wheel  of  a  battle  car,  he  beheld  a  group 
of  men  near  by  regarding  him  curiously. 
Their  dre.ss  proclaimed  them  to  be  of  the 
King’s  guard.  After  some  whispered  talk 
among  them.selves,  a  man  of  huge  build 
left  them,  and  a.ssuming  an  air  of  great 
fierceness,  came  slowly  toward  the  spot 
where  the  stranger  stood.  Newdir  was 
aware  that  the  fellow  contemplated  evil, 
for  the  idlers  whom  he  had  just  left  laughed 
among  themselves  with  low  significance,  and 
looked  upon  him  expectantly.  For  a  mo¬ 
ment  the  son  of  Djendil  debated  if  it  were 
not  better  to  withdraw;  but  fear  was  a 
stranger  to  his  breast,  and,  not  deigning  to 
move  until  danger  was  upon  him,  he  re¬ 
mained  leaning  easily  upon  the  chariot. 
Now  the  man  who  drew  nigh  with  lurching 
gait,  was  one  Megabyzus,  a  mighty  boaster 
of  his  prowess,  and  a  lover  of  rough  jests.  As 
he  came  up  to  Newdir  he  stopped  short 
and  looked  into  the  face  of  the  youth 
fiercely,  .seeking  thus  to  undo  him.  But  a 
pair  of  unflinching  eyes  met  his,  and  the 
i)raggart  reddened  that  his  purpose  failed, 
and  laughed  confu.sedly,  with  a  noi.se  like 
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unto  the  bellowing  of  a  bull.  Then  |)luck-  hi.s  foe,  the  ruffian  .sought  to  crush  the  slender 
ing  his  beard,  he  said  with  a  sneer:  form  of  Xewdir  in  an  embrace  of  death. 

“To  what  legion,  cohort  or  company  dost  Backward  and  forward,  to  and  fro,  the 
thou  belong?”  and  Xewdir  answered  de-  twain  swayed,  breathing  and  straining  like 
corously,  though  his  blood  was  hot  with  mighty  engines  of  war,  until  it  was  evident 
anger:  the  soldier  had  met  his  conqueror.  For  a 

“It  is  not  my  fortune,  sir,  to  serve  in  the  moment  they  stood  still;  then  Megabyzus 
army  of  the  King.  I  am  a  tiller  of  the  slowly  began  to  bend  backward,  Xewdir 
earth.”  pushing  him  steadily,  with  one  arm  around 

“So,”  said  Megabyzus,  “then  the  closer  his  body  and  one  around  his  neck.  Mega- 
thou  art  to  thy  element  the  better  for  byzus’s  face  grew  black  as  an  Ethiop’s  skin, 
thee!”  and  as  he  spoke  he  placed  his  hand  his  tongue  lolled  from  his  mouth,  and  at  last 
roughly  on  the  youth’s  shoulder,  and  throw-  he  loosened  his  hold  on  Xewdir,  and  giving 
ing  hi.>  foot  out  suddenly,  sought  to  ca.st  one  great  gasp  for  breath,  sank  in  a  limp 
him  to  the  sward,  and  rai.se  a  laugh  amongst  heap  upon  the  ground.  There  he  lay  moan- 
those  who  saw  the  lad  di-scomfited.  But  ing  in  distress  over  his  vanquishment,  while 
his  plan  mi.scarried,  for  behold !  Xewdir  his  fellows  jibed  him  without  mercy, 
sprang  to  one  side  de.xterously,  and  in  his  Suddenly,  however,  the  laughter  of  the 
anger  his  eyes  shot  forth  flames.  Then,  ere  .soldiers  ceased,  and  casting  themselves  prone 
a  breath  could  be  drawn,  a  .strange  thing  upon  the  gra.s.s  they  cried  as  with  one  voice: 
happened  unto  Megabyzus.  He  saw  a  “Hail  to  thee,  0  King,  and  live  forever !” 

white  arm  shoot  out  towards  him,  and  in  an  Xewdir,  flushed  and  trembling  with  his 

instant  his  throat  was  held  as  in  a  grasp  of  victory,  looked  up  and  beheld  a  party  of 
iron.  noblemen  coming  toward  him,  preceded  by  a 

For  a  moment  he  stood  as  if  stupefied;  tall,  fair  man  of  goodly  appearance,  wearing 
then,  realizing  what  had  happened,  he  a  mantle  of  richer  purple  than  the  others, 
.strove  to  loo.sen  the  vise-like  grip;  but  pro-  and  having  upon  his  head  a  golden  helmet, 
digious  effort  taught  him  that  this  was  in  in  front  of  which  was  affixed  the  winged 
vain;  and  ca.sting  his  ponderous  arms  about  wheel  that  the  Persian  conquerors  had  worn 
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since  the  fall  of  Assyria.  His  manner  was 
disdainful,  as  of  one  who  rules  by  might  of 
birth,  and  brooks  no  opposition.  So,  rightly 
judging  this  to  be  the  King,  the  youth  also 
fell  prostrate  before  him,  hailing  him  even 
as  the  soldiers  hailed  him.  Hut  the  mon¬ 
arch  said; 

“.\rise,  young  man  I  1  have  been  witne.ss 
of  thy  combat  with  yon  grovelling  dog. 
Thou  lightest  like  a  man  of  war.  From  this 
day  forth  thou  shalt  be  one  of  the  guards  of 
my  body,  for  of  such  as  thou  shouldst  be 
the  watchers  over  the  .safety  of  the  King  of 
Kings.”  Then  turning  to  the  .soldiers,  the 
King  continued:  “Let  this  fallen  braggart 
be  driven  from  the  camp  forthwith,  and  let 
him  thank  the  gods  his  punishment  is  light.” 

Newdir  aro.se  to  his  knee,  and  though  the 
.sense  of  his  good  fortune  overcame  him  like 
.some  spell  of  witchery,  yet  he  right  gracefully 
picked  up  some  of  the  du.st  of  the  combat 
and  sprinkled  it  on  his  bowed  head  in  token 
of  his  servitude.  Thus  he  knelt  while  the 
royal  party  moved  onward  to  inspect  the 
camp.  But  one  of  them  lingered,  and  Xew- 
(lir  recognized  the  Prince  with  whom  he  had 
spoken  the  preceding  day.  .As  the  youth 
saluted,  the  nobleman  questioned: 


“.Art  thou  not  he  who  stood  by  the  river 
yesterday  with  a  maiden?”  .And  once  more 
fear  struck  the  lover’s  heart  as  he  coldly 
made  reply: 

“I  am  even  he,  ()  Prince.”  Then,  as  the 
King  pas.sed  out  of  hearing,  .Memucan 
leaned  clo.se  unto  Xewdir  and  speaking  lowly 
said : 

“If  thou  would.st  have  quick  preferment 
in  the  service  of  the  King,  good  youth,  tell 
me  where  dwelleth  this  maiden.” 

Xewdir  would  .sooner  have  fought  a 
Lybian  lion  single-handed  than  to  have  told 
this  man  the  dwelling  place  of  his  beloved; 
but  he  hated  a  lie.  So  drawing  him.self  up 
he  an.swered: 

“I  want  no  favors  of  thee.  Prince;  but 
.since  thou  hast  asked  me,  I  will  tell  thee 
that  the  maid  of  whom  thou  speakest  is 
called  Vashti,  and  that  she  liveth  in  the 
house  of  Otanes,  her  father.  And  further¬ 
more  I  tell  thee  again,  0  Prince  and  Gov¬ 
ernor,  that  she  is  my  betrothed  wife,  and 
that  it  would  be  ill  for  any  man  that  did 
harm  unto  her,  even  were  he  first  of  all  in 
the  kingdom  of  Per.sia!” 

Then  Memucan  laughing,  as  was  his  wont, 
and  saying  lightly,  “Oh,  thou  man  of 
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might,”  passed  on  among  the  tents  after  the 
King. 

Thus  it  came  about  that  Newdir’s  joy 
upon  being  made  one  of  the  guards  of  the 
ruler  of  men  gave  way  to  a  feeling  of  great 
trouble  and  vexation  over  the  Prince’s 
question;  and  listlessly  he  suffered  himself 
to  be  taken  by  the  soldiers  and  garmented 
as  one  of  them.  But  youth  is  ever  buoyant, 
and  when  he  came  forth  with  a  brazen 
helmet  pressing  on  his  brow,  and  the  scarlet 
and  white  mantle  of  the  deathless  warriors 
fluttering  from  his  shoulders,  he  took  spirit, 
for  in  him  was  the  blood  of  fighting  men. 

When  the  birthday  of  Xerxes,  King  of 
Kings  was  come,  there  was  a  season  qf  great 
joy;  the  tents  and  fields  were  filled  with 
music  and  the  day  was  given  over  to  pleasure. 
As  the  night  drew  on,  the  scene  in  the  pavilion 
of  the  King— within  which  Newdir  stood  as 
guard  of  the  main  entrance — was  such  as 
the  fullness  of  words  describeth  not.  Blaz¬ 
ing  cressets  shed  radiance  upon  women 
famed  for  their  beauty  throughout  all  lands; 
the  gay  colors  of  their  robes  mingled  with 
the  Tyrian  mantles  of  the  great  princes  of 
Persia.  Harps  and  divers  instruments  gave 
forth  sweet  melodies,  and  with  the  clashing 
of  timbrels  was  blended  the  syllables  of 
many  tongues.  Upon  the  green  grass  of 
the  field  that  formed  the  floor  of  the  pavilion 
were  scattered  gorgeous  carpets  and  rugs; 
and  in  profuse  disarrangement  lay  brazen 
and  jewelled  armor,  thrown  aside  in  the 
hot  pursuit  of  pleasure. 

In  the  centre  of  the  tent,  upon  a  downy 
couch,  reclined  Xerxes  the  Great.  His  pos¬ 
ture  was  easy  and  full  of  grace,  as  that  of  a 
man  who  hath  cast  care  unto  the  winds  and 
seeketh  but  his  own  pleasure.  His  tiara  had 
been  laid  aside,  and  beneath  the  thick  pro¬ 
fusion  of  his  perfumed  hair  there  gleamed 
eyes  that  now  were  hard  and  cruel,  as  the 
harpers  sang  of  valor;  and  now  grew  soft  as 
moonlight,  when  love  became  the  burden  of 
their  lays.  h]ver  and  anon  he  raised  unto 
his  lips  a  goblet  of  sweet  wine.  Yet  all  the 
while  he  was  silent,  saying  no  word  to  any 
one,  as  he  listened  indifferently  to  the  hum 
of  voices  that  rose  throughout  the  tent. 

Now  it  befell  that  Memucan,  the  Prince  of 
Media,  had  been  drinking  deep  draughts 
from  the  vessels  which  the  cup-bearers  liore 
hither  and  thither;  and  as  he  leaned  against 
a  support  of  the  pavilion,  directly  in  front  of 
the  King,  his  face  was  flushed  and  his  voice 
of  loud  emphasis.  Because  of  his  manner 


Xerxes’  attention  was  attracted  unto  him, 
and  he  asked: 

“What  sayest  thou.  Prince?” 

At  once  there  was  a  hush,  for  the  voice  of 
the  great  King  putteth  silence  upon  all 
about  him.  He  unto  whom  the  query  was 
addressed  turned  around,  and  placing  his 
hand  ^upon  his  lips  and  forehead  ere  he 
spoke,  made  answer: 

“0  King,  live  forever!  Thy  servant 
was  but  speaking  the  praise  of  a  maiden 
whom  he  met  one  day  in  the  fields  near  by; 
and  was  saying  that  he  meant  to  bear  her 
away  with  him  unto  Media,  that  she.might 
there  grace  his  palace — for  forsooth,  her 
eyes  are  limpid  as  moon-kissed  water  when 
the  wind  is  still,  and  her  form  is  ravrsHing  to 
look  upon.” 

The  face  of  the  King  brightened  and  he 
said  slowly: 

“And  where  liveth  this  maiden  of  whom 
j-e  speak?” 

Memucan  saw  that  he  had  gone  too  far  in 
his  praise  of  her  whom  he  had  encountered 
on  the  river  shore,  and  fain  would  have  not 
told  the  King  of  her  dwelling  place.  Yet  well 
he  knew  that  if  he  were  caught  in  deception 
he  would  feel  the  bitter  weight  of  Xer.\cs’ 
wrath;  and  turning,  in  this  moment  of  his 
hesitancy,  he  saw  for  the  first  time  that 
the  lover  of  \'ashti  stood  near  by,  watching 
him  with  eyes  filled  with  fear  and  pain— for 
Newdir  was  well  aware  that  if  ever  Vashti 
came  before  the  King,  her  beauty  would  find 
high  favor  in  Xerxes’  sight  and  she  would 
be  lost  to  him  henceforth  forever. 

So,  not  daring  to  plead  ignorance,  Memu¬ 
can  made  answer  to  the  King’s  question: 

"  She  is  the  daughter  of  Otanes,  the  money¬ 
changer,  who  dwelleth  half  a  farsang  up  the 
river,  0  King.” 

“  If  she  be  such  as  thou  sayest.  Prince,  she 
is  meet  for  the  palace  of  the  King,  and  thy 
claim  upon  her  is  at  an  end.  See  to  it  that 
she  is  brought  hither  at  once — to-night — 
that  mine  eyes  may  be  feasted  with  this 
vision  of  delight.” 

At  this  command  of  the  King  the  wily 
Memucan  kissed  the  hem  of  his  robe  and 
departed  hence  from  out  the  tent,  with  cer¬ 
tain  other  of  the  lords  whom  he  had  signed  to 
follow  him.  And  to  Newdir,  who  thus  saw 
the  Prince  stride  forth  to  fetch  his  heart’s 
great  love,  it  seemed  as  if  all  the  world  were 
wrong  and  this  thing  but  a  dream  over-full 
of  hideousness.  Fain  would  he  have  stolen 
from  the  tent  and  hastened  unto  the  house  of 
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Otanes,  and  there  plunged  his  knife  blade 
hilt-deep  in  Vashti’s  heart  ere  ever  she  should 
l)ecome  a  favorite  in  the  palace  of  the  King; 
but  about  him  and  upon  all  sides  were  men 
by  thousands,  and  well  he  knew  desertion 
was  impossible.  Therefore,  summoning  back 
his  fast-departing  senses,  he  abode  as  calmly 
as  he  could  the  return  of  Memucan  with 
his  betrothed. 

Not  long  had  he  to  wait  in  his  agony,  for 
ere  the  Judean  harpers  had  sung  two  songs 
there  was  heard  throughout  the  camp  the 
trumpet  call  which  announces  the  return  of 
a  royal  messenger.  Newdir  looked  out  of  the 
pavilion  and  away  over  the  fields  dotted  with 
tents.  As  his  eyes  grew  used  to  the  night,  he 
beheld,  far  off  by  the  river,  a  troop  of  horse¬ 
men  gaily  galloping,  and  a  white  robe  flutter¬ 
ing  in  the  wind  of  the  night.  .\nd  knowing 
Vashti  was  being  brought  unto  the  King, 
the  lover’s  heart  grew  sick  unto  its  core. 

.\s  the  clarion  was  heard,  within  the  tent 
the  noise  and  the  music  subsided,  and  upon 
the  face  of  all  was  writ  e.xpectancy.  The 
King  alone  displayed  no  concern.  Even 
when  Memucan,  and  the  lords  who  had 
accompanied  him  in  his  mission,  entered  the 
pavilion  through  the  door  over  which  the 
lover  of  Vashti  stood  gua'd,  the  Great  One 
never  raised  his  eyes.  Not  until  the  nobles 
were  prostrate  before  him  did  he  speak. 
Then  he  said; 

“Hast  brought  the  maiden?”  There  was 
no  question  in  his  voice,  for  whatsoever  the 
King  willeth  in  his  realm  mast  always  be. 
.\nd  .Memucan  aro.se  and  replied: 

“  Yes,  King,  I  have  plucked  the  lily  from 
Euphrates’  banks,  and  she  is  now  with 
Haman,  thy  chamberlain,  without  the  tent.” 

“Let  her  be  brought  hither,”  the  King 
commanded. 

Lo,  and  now  .Newdir  was  aware  of  a  great 
faintness  coming  over  him,  and  he  felt  as 
those  mothers  mu.st  have  felt  who  saw  their 
babes  put  to  the  knife  in  the  temple  of  Baal, 
in  Babylon.  But  he  was  powerless,  as  one 
who  lieth  stark  and  dead;  and  even  when 
\’ashti  pas.sed  within  and  came  .so  close  to  him 
that  he  felt  the  folds  of  her  garment  touch  his 
body,  he  dared  make  no  .sign  of  his  presence, 
though  a  mighty  palsy  shook  his  frame  from 
crown  to  sole. 

Vashti  was  a  simple  maiden  of  the  fields, 
and  knew  naught  of  the  ways  of  people  in 
high  places;  and  as  she  came  before  the  ruler 
of  men  and  felt  herself  beheld  by  an  hundred 
curious  eyes,  she  grew  as  timid  as  a  little  doe. 


and  much  abashed;  yet  she  durst  come  up 
nigh  to  the  King,  tremblingly,  with  head 
bowed  low.  Xer.xes  looked  upon  her  in  great 
kindness  through  his  half-closed  eyes,  as  she 
stood  silently  before  him,  and  spoke  with 
unwonted  gentleness,  saying: 

“Remove  thy  veil,  maiden;  I  would  see 
this  wondrous  beauty  which  has  charmed 
the  Prince  of  Media.” 

Vashti  was  diffident  even  unto  faultiness, 
and  she  rather  would  have  had  her  beauty 
shrivel  as  she  stood,  than  have  torn  away 
the  veil  which  hid  her  from  the  crowd  of 
haughty  strangers  But  the  King  had  or¬ 
dered  it  and  there  was  no  appeal.  She 
tried  to  raise  her  hand  that  she  might 
loosen  the  friendly  cover,  but  her  strength 
was  well  nigh  flown,  and  her  arm  dropped 
by  her  side  nervelessly,  while  a  look  of 
anguish  crept  into  her  eyes,  and  she  swayed 
upon  her  feet,  even  as  a  lily  swayeth  when 
Spring  zephyrs  blow.  Then  Xerxes,  seeing 
her  sore  distre.ss,  and  seeking  to  comfort  her 
with  gentle  words,  bade  his  women  take 
away  the  veil  which  hid  her  beauty  from  him, 
and  leaned  back  upon  his  pillows  lazily,  that 
he  might  look  upon  her  at  his  ease. 

A  change  came  over  the  great  King’sspirit, 
however,  when  the  soft  folds  fell  from  the 
face  of  Vashti  and  she  stood  revealed  most 
beautiful  in  her  purity;  he  leaped  unto  his 
feet  as  though  a  foeman’s  battle-cry  had  rung 
throughout  the  camp,  and  looked  at  her  in 
wonderment,  with  eyes  wide  open.  So  he 
.stood  for  a  moment  with  mouth  agape,  gazing 
steadfastly  into  tho.se  depths  of  beauty  which 
men  called  her  eyes;  then  found  tongue, 
and  swore  a  mighty  oath,  and  cried: 

“  Thou  art  .\nahita  come  to  earth,  for  thy 
beauty  surpas.seth  the  world  !” 

.\t  this  impa.ssioned  cry  the  roses  of  her 
cheeks  faded  to  the  whitene.ss  of  the  snows, 
and  in  fear  she  fell  before  him.  .\nd  thus 
she  would  have  lain,  but  the  great  King 
stooped  quickly,  and  caught  her  up  and  held 
her  in  his  arms,  even  as  a  mi.ser  huggeth  to 
his  breast  a  jewel  newly  found. 

The  onlookers  leaned  forward  eagerly  to 
see  what  next  would  come — for  her  face  was 
as  the  face  of  the  dead,  and  the  King  was 
looking  upon  her  as  one  who  sees  a  vision  in 
the  night.  For  a  trice  Xerxes  said  no  word, 
but  continued  gazing  with  flaming  eyes  upon 
the  damsel  he  held  in  his  arms,  as  if  en¬ 
chanted  by  the  magic  of  her  beauty.  Then 
he  spoke — and  his  voice  was  low  and  .strong, 
as  is  the  voice  of  the  wind: 
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“  Lo,  all  other  women  compared  with  thee, 
maiden,  are  as  dullest  dross  compared  with 
gold  of  Ophir.  I  never  dreamed  the  sun 
shone  on  such  a  face  as  thine !  Though  it 
cost  me  my  kingdom,  I  swear  thou  shalt  be 
the  first  woman  in  the  realm  of  Persia!” 
He  removed  the  jeweled  chain  which 
circled  thrice  around  his  neck  and  placed  it 
on  her  shoulders,  white  as  alabaster  and 
drooping  like  a  stricken  lily.  Then  he  called 
out  to  Hegai,  the  eunuch,  that  she  be  taken 
into  the  pavilion  of  the  women;  and  even 
when  the  hand-maidens  advanced  to  lead 
her  thither,  he  continued  staring  fixedly,  as 
if  struck  dumb  by  love,  until  the  fallen  cur¬ 
tain  hid  her  from  his  sight.  At  length,  with 
a  mighty  sigh,  he  cast  himself  upon  his  couch 
and  signed  for  the  music  to  recommence. 

Merrily  the  harpers  twanged  their  instru¬ 
ments,  and  amid  the  confusion  and  conster¬ 
nation  that  followed,  no  one  in  all  the  com¬ 
pany  took  note  that  the  guard  of  the  main 
entrance  to  the  King’s  tent  had  dropped  his 
spear  and  fallen  face  forward  on  the  sward. 

And  who  shall  tell  of  the  agony  which 
wrung  the  soul  of  Vashti?  Throughout  the 
livelong  night  she  lay  in  her  place,  untouched 
by  sleep,  wide-eyed,  and  burning  with  the 
fever  of  love  denied.  The  morning  stars 
shed  a  soft  light  for  very  pity,  as  they  looked 
down  upon  her,  pale-faced  and  tearful  upon 
her  couch,  while  far  out  beyond  the  tents  her 
lover  was  .stretched  prone  upon  the  earth, 
with  his  hands  clasping  the  dark  gra.ss 
rigidly  in  the  intensity  of  his  great  de.spair. 

Now  came  the  next  day  and  the  next,  and 
wine  flowed  like  a  river,  and  .sounds  of  revelry 
by  day  and  night  were  heard  afar  over  the 
land.  When  the  third  day  had  passed, 
there  rode  heralds  throughout  the  camj)  and 
to  all  the  provinces  of  the  realm,  bearing  a 
proclamation  that  the  (Jreat  King  had  taken 
unto  himself  a  t^ueen,  and  that  her  name  was 
Vashti,  and  that  she  was  beautiful.  .\nd 
furthermore,  that  he  had  sworn  the  great 
oath,  that  who.soever  refused  to  do  homage 
unto  her  should  die  the  death ! 

When  the  proedamation  came  to  Newdir’s 
ears  he  grew  sick  unto  his  very  soul,  for  not 
since  that  woeful  night  when  Vashti  was 
brought  before  the  King  had  he  laid  eyes 
upon  her;  and  he  knew  not  her  mind,  now 
that  Xerxes  held  out  the  glories  of  the  crown 
in  barter  for  her  love;  but  when  the  tenth 
day  had  come  and  the  camp  was  preparing 
to  move  forward  unto  Su.sa,  his  blood  waxed 
hot  for  very  joy,  for  he  was  told  off  to  be  one 


of  the  guards  of  the  Queen’s  litter,  and  the 
wild  thought  crossed  his  mind  that  mayhap 
it  would  come  about  that  they  might  speak 
together;  though  of  this  he  had  small  hope. 

One  after  another  the  legions  and 
cohorts  that  had  subdued  the  land  of 
Pharaoh  folded  their  tents  and  passed  on  in 
the  line  of  march.  For  many  days  the  army 
toiled  like  unto  a  wounded  snake  over  the 
plain  between  the  rivers,  and  yet  never,  save 
once,  throughout  ail  that  journey  did  the 
forlorn  lover  set  eyes  mon  the  (^ueen;  and 
then  only  for  the  space  of  an  in.stant.  Thus 
it  came  about:  In  the  eventide  of  the  day 
ere  the  arrival  at  Su.sa,  they  stopped  for  the 
night’s  rest  upon  the  banks  of  the  river 
('hoaspes;  and,  when  the  cavalcade  halted, 
Newdir  dismounted  from  his  horse  and  stood 
at  the  door  of  the  (Queen’s  pavilion,  which 
was  in  place  betimes,  awaiting  her  coming. 
His  heart  beat  loudly  as  her  litter, 
with  many  noble  lords  riding  about  it,  drew 
nigh,  and  closely  he  watched  as  the  cur¬ 
tains  parted  and  her  golden  sandal  pre.ssed 
the  gra.ss-green  carpet  of  the  field.  As 
love’s  inner  prompting  drew  her  eyes  to  look 
upon  him,  he  saw  her  pale  cheeks  become 
aflame  with  longing,  and  he  could  have  cried 
aloud  in  the  greatness  of  his  joy,  for  he 
knew  then  that  he  was  not  forgotten. 
Though  he  feared  that  his  exultation  might 
be  noticinl  by  some  one  of  the  many  keen¬ 
eyed  guardians  of  Persia’s  (^ueen,  yet  he 
dared  remain  hard  by  his  hor-se’s  head  until 
she  had  brushed  pa.st  him  and  was  hidden  by 
the  folds  of  the  tent.  Then  he  quickly 
.stooped  and  gathered  a  white  rose  which  she 
had  dropped  from  her  girdle  as  she  passed, 
and  hid  it  in  the  bosom  of  his  robe. 

I'pon  the  day  following,  the  King  entered 
the  gates  of  the  Imperial  city  at  about  the 
.sixth  hour,  amid  a  great  uproar  and  loud 
acclaims  from  the  pi*o|)le.  Then  when  a 
certain  |)eriod  had  pa.s.sed,  and  he  had  taken 
his  rest,  and  when  the  (^ueen  Vashti  had  been 
in.stalled  in  her  palace  with  her  countle.ss 
hand-maidens,  there  was  a  decree  sent  forth 
that  Xerxes  would  make  a  banquet,  for  the 
honor  and  glory  of  Persia,  unto  all  the  princes 
of  the  realm  and  the  governors  of  the  prov¬ 
inces  thereof;  at  the  .same  time,  it  was 
announced  that  his  (^ueen  would  fi'a.st  the 
wives  and  the  women  of  the  mighty  ones. 

In  the  court  of  the  King’s  palace  for  seven 
days,  with  but  little  intermi.s.sion,  the  King 
and  his  guests,  even  to  the  number  of  many 
thousands,  sat  at  carousal.  But  upon  the 
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oventide  of  the  seventh  day— after  the 
Kgyptian  jugglers  and  the  mummers  of 
(Ireece  had  displayed  their  skill— the  heart 
of  Xerxes  grew  overmerry  with  much  wine, 
and  he  cast  about  within  himself  for  some 
other  means  of  adding  to  his  glorifica¬ 
tion.  Long  he  pondered,  yet  could  he 
think  of  nothing  else  to  set  before  these 
princes  to  impress  them  with  the  magnitude 
of  his  greatness.  Yea,  there  still  remained 
one  glory  they  had  not  seen  —  her  whose 
beauty  dazzled  like  the  morning  sun,  whose 
eyes  were  as  sloes,  whose  cheeks  as  lilies, 
and  whose  lips  as  half-blown  poppies — her, 
the  chief  jewel  of  his  empirt' — these  men  had 
as  yet  not  gazed  upon ! 

No  .sooner  had  Xerxes  bethought  him  of 
this,  than  he  commanded  his  seven  cham¬ 
berlains  to  go  unto  the  Queen  Vashti  and 
bid  her  comp  before  the  King  and  his  guests, 
with  her  veil  aside  and  wearing  the  crown 
royal,  that  the  people  and  princes  might 
behold  for  once  the  perfect  loveline.ss  of  her 
whom  Xerxes  had  .so  va.stly  honored. 

Forthwith  the  .seven  chamberlains  went 
into  the  (Queen’s  apartments  according  to 
the  King’s  direction,  while  tho.se  who  sat 
with  Xerxes  drank  all  the  deeper  of  the 
fragrant  wines,  and  waited  the  coming  of  the 
(Jueen  to  thus  make  exhibition  of  her  person, 
even  as  a  flower  girl  displayeth  her  wares  in 
the  market  place;  and  Newdir,  standing  near 
the  King,  on  guard,  was  overwhelmed  by 
rage  as  by  a  wave  of  fire,  as  he  heard  this 
indignity  offered  to  his  love.  Yet  he  held 
his  peace,  awaiting  with  dull  impotence  what 
next  would  fare  in  this  prodigious  orgie. 

Presently  tho.se  who  had  been  sent  for 
Vashti  returned,  consternation  stamped 
plainly  on  each  countenance.  Forward  they 
came,  with  faltering  step,  and  as  they  fell 
before  the  monarch’s  throne  the  foremost 
cried  in  a  voice  of  fear: 

“  Live  forever,  0  King !  Thou  sentest  us 
to  bid  the  Queen  Vashti  come  before  thee. 
Ix),  she  laughs  at  thy  behest  and  bids  us  .say 
to  thee  that  out  of  her  modesty,  and  in 
accord  with  the  laws  of  the  Persians,  which 
forbid  the  wife  to  appear  before  the  stranger, 
she  refuses  to  come  into  thy  pre.sence!” 

.\t  first  the  King  .seemed  to  doubt  his  hear¬ 
ing. 

“Didst  say  that  \'ashti  refu.seth  to  come 
before  the  King?”  he  cried. 

The  chamberlain,  not  daring  to  rise,  con¬ 
firmed  his  direful  words.  Then  for  a 
moment  the  face  of  Xerxes  was  a  .sight 


to  look  upon,  for  he  struggled  in  the  throes 
of  a  mighty  battle  between  his  anger  and 
his  love.  But  anger  held  the  uppermost. 
Springing  from  his  couch,  with  one  wide 
sweep  of  his  arm  he  cleared  the  table  of  its 
golden  vessels;  and  as  they  fell  with  a  pon¬ 
derous  crash  upon  the  floor,  he  stood  erect 
and  cried  out  with  all  his  power : 

“Behold  now,  ye  princes  and  nobles  of 
Persia!  thy  King  hath  had  an  insult  flung 
full  into  his  teeth!  He  hath  asked  and 
been  denied,  he  hath  commanded  and  been 
laughed  at— and  that  by  a  nameless  woman 
whom  he  picked  from  out  the  fields !  Am 
I  not  Xerxes,  King  of  Kings?  Is  it  not 
written  in  the  law  of  the  land  that  whoso¬ 
ever  opposeth  the  will  of  the  King  shall  die 
the  death  ?  ”  .4nd  from  all  over  the  chamber 
came  the  answering  murmur,  like  unto  the 
.sound  of  a  distant  torrent,  “Yea,  so  it  is 
written.” 

“I  ask  ye  now  what  punishment  shall 
be  meted  out  unto  this  wanton  one  who  hath 
humbled  the  dignity  of  Persia,  and  hopes  to 
hide  behind  the  mantle  of  her  beauty?” 

Then  Haman,  who  was  next  to  the  King  in 
Persia,  and  whose  followers  were  legion, 
shouted  from  his  place  with  great  vehemence: 

“\Vho.soever  insulteth  the  King  must 
die!”  .\nd  through  the  banqueting  hall 
aro.se  the  echo: 

“Yes,  she  must  die!” 

What,  then,  of  Newdir  when  he  heard  these 
things?  His  blood  grew  colder  than  the 
frozen  seas,  and  he  was  smitten  with  fear; 
yet  his  bosom  held  a  valiant  heart,  and  when 
he  comprehended  what  these  cries  fore¬ 
tokened,  he  straightway  left  his  place  by  the 
King’s  couch,  and  began  pushing  through  the 
maudlin  press  toward  the  corridor  leading 
into  the  Queen ’s  chamber.  Despair  lent  him 
the  strength  of  Hercules,  and  he  succeeded  in 
forcing  a  passage  through  that  wall  of  mad¬ 
dened  banqueters.  As  he  paused  an  instant 
on  the  threshold  of  the  banquet  hall, 
he  heard  the  herald’s  cry  for  silence  that 
the  Prince  of  Media  might  be  heard;  and 
immediately  thereafter  the  voice  of  the 
wily  Memucan  smote  upon  his  ear  in 
a  plea  for  mercy  for  the  offending  queen;  but 
knowing  the  danger  that  threatened  her, 
Newdir  stayed  not  to  hear  the  whole  import 
of  the  Prince’s  words.  Down  through 
interminable  halls  he  hurried,  until  he  was 
stopped  by  the  crossed  spears  of  the  guards 
who  stood  watch  before  the  Queen’s  portals. 
He  was  aware  of  the  presence  of  these  sol- 
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diers,  and  upon  his  way  had  bethought  him 
of  a  manner  of  gaining  passage  by  them; 
so  when  he  hailed  them,  though  well-nigh 
breathless  with  fast  running,  he  cried; 

“Stand  aside,  in  the  King’s  name !  I  bear 
a  message  in  great  haste  unto  the  Queen.” 

But  it  happened  that  one  of  the  men  who 
barred  Newdir’s  passage  had  served  long  in 
the  palace,  and  had  learned  that  no  man 
passeth  the  Queen’s  curtain,  save  only  the 
attending  eunuch  or  one  bearing  the  King’s 
.signet  ring.  He  bade  Xewdir  stand  back  and 
show  the  King’s  authority.  There  was  no 
time  for  parleying,  and  in  answer  Xewdir 
made  pretense  to  get  the  jewel  from  his 
vesture;  but  instead  he  quickly  plucked  his 
short  knife  from  his  girdle,  and  plunging  it 
into  the  neck  of  his  oppo.ser,  sought  to 
rush  on  into  Vashti’s  presence.  Ere  he 
reached  the  heavy  arras,  the  prick  of  steel  in 
his  own  shoulder  caused  him  to  turn  just  in 
good  time  to  ward  a  death  thrust  from  his 
side;  and  then  he  fell  forthwith  upon  the  re¬ 
maining  guards  and  smote  them  sorely,  until 
they  sought  safety  in  swift  flight,  shrieking 
as  they  ran  that  some  demon  from  the 
mountain  was  upon  them.  Newdir,  know¬ 
ing  that  what  he  had  to  do  must  ho  done 
quickly,  in  utmost  haste  entered  the  outer 
apartment  of  the  royal  quarters  and  pa.ssed 


on  through  the  de.serted  rooms  of  the  hand¬ 
maidens,  until  he  came  into  the  sacred  cham¬ 
ber  of  Vashti’s  couch.  But  alas!  upon  no 
.side  did  his  aching  eyes  behold  the  (^ueen  or 
her  women.  His  heart  withered  within  him 
when  he  .saw  her  not,  and  his  voice  quivered 
with  a  smothered  .sob  as  he  loudly  called  her 
by  name;  but  no  answer  came,  for  Quinm 
Vashti  .sat  among  her  women  at  the  feast, 
and  little  wkst  that  at  that  very  moment  her 
lover  was  in  peril  of  his  life ! 

Again  and  yet  again  he  called  her  name, 
until  the  rush  of  feet  and  rattle  of  harne.ss 
told  him  that  the  palace  guards  had  come  in 
answer  to  the  outcries  of  the  fleeing  stmtinels. 
He  heard  them  halt  upon  the  threshold  of  the 
outer  room,  fearing  to  farther  penetrate  the 
mysteries  of  the  (Queen’s  bedchamber  with¬ 
out  the  special  sanction  of  the  King.  But 
among  them  was  Hegai,  the  chief  eunuch, 
and  ha\ing  been  made  aware  of  how  things 
fared,  he  cried  out  hotly  for  the  guards  to 
enttT  and  cut  down  the  rash  intruder.  For 
a  moment  Xewdir  was  nigh  to  casting  away 
his  weapon  and  surrendering  himself  unto 
death;  for  since  he  thought  his  Vashti  lo.st, 
life  had  become  as  a  withered  flower  not 
worth  the  wearing.  Then  came  recollection 
of  the  words  of  mercy  he  had  heard  Memucan 
speak  as  he  pushed  his  way  through  the  wall 
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of  people  in  the  banquet  hall.  Knowing  the  in  the  East  aiul  fouiul  King  Xer.xes  in  great 
|)ower  of  this  councillor,  and  also  the  King’s  perplexity.  The  ancient  ruling  of  the  land 
regal'd  for  his  Queen,  hope  again  rose  in  his  demanded  the  Queen’s  death,  in  that  she 
breast,  and  as  the  guards  rushed  into  the  had  held  the  King  up  to  mockery,  and  had 
chamber,  he  pressed  his  lips  unto  his  loved  set  an  example  unto  all  the  women  of  the 

one’s  couch,  and  tightening  his  girdle  about  kingdom  which  would  cause  them  to  think 

him  sprang  for  the  window  at  the  farther  upon  their  husbands  in  contempt.  Never- 
side.  Below  this  purled  the  swift-flowing  theless,  at  last,  out  of  his  love  for  her, 

('hoaspes,  and  as  the  flare  of  torches  and  because  of  the  advice  of  Memucan, 

lighted  up  the  corners  of  the  room,  Xewdir  he  tempered  the  law  with  mercy  and  caused 
raised  his  hands  above  his*  head  and  drop j)ed  his  councillors  to  prepare  .a  proclamation 
into  the  water  underneath.  In  an  instant  setting  the  (^ueen  a.side,  and  thrusting  her 
the  guards  were  at  the  opening,  and  ere  he  forth  into  the  world. 

had  taken  three  strokes  a  shower  of  javelins  .\s  Xewdir  lay  amid  the  barley,  he 

hissed  about  his  head,  and  a  .steel-tipped  heard  the  cry  of  the  King’s  herald  upon 
arrow  clipped  him  full  and  sore.  He  sank  the  highway,  nigh  unto  his  hiding-place,  and 
from  sight,  leaving  the  river  crimson  with  he  rai.sed  himself  upon  his  elbow  and  peered 
his  blood.  out  cautiously. 

That  night  there  was  a  mighty  uproar  in  Upon  the  cau.seway  which  leadeth  unto  the 
the  city  of  the  palace,  and  men  searched  the  village  of  .\da.ssa  rode  the  King’s  herald,  and 
river  shores  until  dawn  for  the  criminal  who  before  him  .slowly  walked  a  woman,  clad  all 
had  entered  the  (Queen’s  room.  But  at  the  in  simple  white.  Her  head  was  uncovered 
coming  of  day  they  cea.sed  their  searching,  and  bowed  upon  her  breast  in  deep  humility; 
and  gave  him  over  as  dead.  Yet  all  the  and  as  she  dragged  one  weary  foot  after  the 
while  the  hunted  one  lay  nursing  his  wound  other,  she  looked  as  if  age  had  passed  her  on 
in  the  barley  field  upon  the  farther  shore,  the  way. 

listening  to  his  pursuers’  voices  in  the  dis-  .\s  the  herald’s  voice  rang  out,  pro- 

tant  dark.  claiming  the  message  of  the  King,  the  woman 

For  two  days  the  sun  rose  upon  that  palace  raised  her  head  quickly,  like  unto  a  startled 


gift  gH 


E V EK  V lU )i>  Y  S  .M  Ali AZ I X  E 


fawn,  and  behold,  the  sunlight  fell  full  upon 
the  unveiled  face  of  \’ashti,  the  beloved! 

Newdir  could  have  shouted  aloud  in  the 
joy  of  his  surprise,  but  caution  bound  him 
still.  So  he  lay  quietly  awaiting  the  tenor 
of  the  King’s  decree.  And  these  were  the 
words  that  struck  his  heart  to  stone. 

“  Xerxes,  King  of  Kings,  unto  all  the  (Jov- 
ernors  of  the  provinces  of  his  realm,  and 
unto  all  the  inhabitants  thereof,  peace: 
Know  all  men  that  Vashti,  called  the  Beauti- 
ful,whom  Xerxes,  in  the  fullness  of  his  power, 
mada  (Jueen  of  tha  nations  of  Persia,  hath 
deeply  offended  the  maje.sty  of  the  King,  and 
hath  set  at  naught  the  laws  of  the  .Medes 
and  Persians.  Therefore  it  is  decreed  that  the 
Queen  Vashti  shall  be  put  aside  and  thrust 
out  upon  the  highway,  veilless,  that  all  men 
may  look  upon  her  in  her  shame.  Ye  may 
know  her  by  tha  fairness  of  her  face  and  by 
her  robe  of  white;  and  wherever  she  goeth 
no  door  shall  open  to  her  touch,  and  no  man 
give  her  word  of  grace,  nor  bread  to  eat,  nor 
succor  her  in  any  manner  whatsoever,  lest  the 
King’s  wrath  shall  overtake  him  and  he  die !” 

The  herald  had  been  sent  to  accompany 
Vashti  over  the  river  and  out  upon  the  high¬ 
way  beyond  .\da.ssa,  and  there  to  send  her 
forth  upon  her  way  with  the  King’s  brand 
ever  on  her  brow.  .Xewdir  fain  would  have 
followed  them  (for  the  mandate  of  the  King 
was  as  a  cackling  in  his  ear)  and  that  night 
have  held  Vashti  in  his  arms;  but  when  he 
sought  to  rise,  the  sky  became  crimson  as 
with  flame,  and  a  strong  hand  seemed  to  smite 
him  back  insensible  to  earth,  and  it  was  not 
till  the  dawn  had  broken  that  he  was  up  and 
on  his  way. 

He  sought  .until  the  deep-mouthed 
bellow  of  the  unicorn  awoke  the  fearful 
echoes  of  the  night,  yet  alas!  he  found 
her  not,  and  at  last  in  an  agony  of  weariness 
he  threw  himself  down  by  the  roadside  to 
rest.  Then  while  he  lay  hopeless  he  heard 
a  strange  sound  far  off  in  the  wilderne.s.s — 
a  sound  like  unto  the  sweet-toned  wavering 
cry  of  a  child.  He  listened  clo.sely,  until 
his  ear,  attuned  to  woodland  notes,  made  out 
the  strain  of  a  song  rising  upon  the  still  night 
air.  Then  his  h:‘art  cea.sed  its  beating,  for 
the  song  that  he  heard  was  one  which  Vashti 
had  sung  to  him  in  the  fields  by  the  Euphra¬ 
tes!  Swift  and  true  as  a  welksent  arrow 
he  sped  away  in  the  direction  of  the  voice 
until  his  flying  feet  brought  him  to 
behold  a  marvellous  .sight.  In  a  little  glen, 
whore  the  moon  cast  fantastic  figures,  he 


came  upon  the  exiled  (^ueen,  standing  u|)- 
right,  with  her  hands  raised  as  in  suppli- 
ance  above  her  head.  Her  raiment  was 
dusty  with  the  du.st  of  the  highway,  and 
her  tender  little  feet  were  bruised  and  broken 
with  much  walking,  while  on  her  lips  there 
(piavered  the  last  sweet  notes  of  her  song. 
Swiftly  Xewdir  came  unto  her  .side,  and  drew 
her  to  his  breast,  and  kksed  her  forehead, 
and  her  lips,  and  her  hair,  and  called  her 
names  such  as  lovers  know;  but  no  sweet 
response*  met  his  pa-ssionate  cares.ses — and 
again  he  looked  into  her  eyes  and  spoke  her 
name,  and  .vet  again  she  answered  not ! 
Then  a  mighty  horror  smote  him  dumb,  for 
in  her  eyes  dwelt  the  light  of  unreason,  and 
from  her  mind  the  knowledge  of  things  that 
are  had  pa.s.sed  away,  and  she  burned  as  fire 
with  the  fever  of  her  soul !  Yes,  unto  her 
ye.sterday  was  as  a  thousand  years,^r  though 
swiftly  Xewdir  came  unto  the  wooing,  yet 
swifter  .still  came  that  bold  suitor,  Death, 
and  left  his  pale  lips’  impre.ss  upon  her 
brow.  Under  its  burthen  of  pain  and  sor¬ 
row  the  heart  of  the  outcast  had  withered 
utterly  Xewdir,  seeing  this,  at  last  found 
voice,  and  cried  aloud  unto  his  (lod  that  she 
might  not  be  taken  from  him  now  that  he 
had  found  her.  But,  even  as  he  prayed,  her 
arms  .stole  round  his  neck,  and  for  the  la.st 
time,  more  .softly  than  love’s  whispering, 
she  called  his  name,  and  her  lips  sought  his 
in  the  cold  kiss  of  those*  that  say  farewell. 
Sighing  gently,  as  one  wearied  and  who  fain 
would  sleep,  her  head  sank  slowly  upon  his 
breast,  and  like  a  gentle  dove  her  soul  floated 
away  unto  the  realms  of  the  Ever-Blessed. 

Right  tenderly  Newdir  put  his  love  down 
upon  her  bed  of  leaves,  and  all  the  night  long 
he  lay  there  in  that  little  moonlit  glen,  hold¬ 
ing  the  cold  form  in  his  arms  as  clo.sely  as  a 
bridegroom  claspeth  his  bride. 

Betimes  the  great  sun  shamed  the 
moon  to  flight,  bringing  back  the  con- 
.sciousness  of  duty  to  be  done,  and  Xewdir 
.set  him  to  make  a  .sepulchre  for  Persia’s  out¬ 
raged  (iuet*n.  Beneath  the  purple-flowered 
rhododendron  trei*  he  digged  a  grave  with 
his  own  hands.  Ere  ever  he  laid  her  down 
to  rest,  he  pre.s.sed  his  lips  to  hers  in  a  last 
long  kiss.  Then  cursing  his  god,  he  stead- 
fa.stiy  turned  his  back  upon  the  land  that 
had  borne  him,  and  upon  all  joy  that  life 
could  give,  and  .st*t  his  face  toward  these 
Western  Isles.  For  the  iron  had  entered 
det*p  into  his  .soul,  and  upon  him  had  settled 
the  spirit  of  unri*st. 
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“rilELL  me,”  said  Castro,  leaning  over 

I  the  barriers  of  the  corral  in  which 
I  was  catching  a  horse  for  my  next 
morning’s  work,  “do  you  know  that  there 
is  an  angelita  over  at  Lien’s  ?” 

This  meant,  I  knew,  that  Leon’s  six-year- 
old  child,  who  had  been  ill  for  some  weeks, 
was  now  dead.  When  a  gaucho  child  dies  it 
is  called  an  angelita,  or  little  angel,  and  its 
wake  is  a  great  event  in  the  district. 

“What  a  velorio  (wake)  there  will  be,” 
continued  Castro.  “It  will  be  a i  gathering 
notable,  yes!  All  the  world  will  be  there. 
Such  dancing  as  there  will  be,  and  such 
games;  and  two  of  the  best  guitarists  in  the 
country  are  to  meet  there  for  a  trial  of 
counterpoint.  Why,  it  will  be  so  as  to  hire 
balconies  to  look  at,  as  the  saying  is.  You 
are  going,  of  course — are  you  not?” 

“I  suppose  so,”  I  said,  for  I  had  met 
Leon  himself  a  few  days  previously  and  had 
accepted  his  premature  invitation. 

“Happy  you!”  said  Castro  longingly. 
“What  luck  to  be  able  to  go !  I  myself  had 

such  a  desire  to  be  there,  but  ahijuna  * - ” 

The  rest  of  the  sentence  I  think  it  best  to 
leave  in  the  ink  bottle.  It  seemed  to  be 
damnatory  of  some  combination  of  circum¬ 
stances  which  was  about  to  deprive  him  of 
the  pleasure  of  being  present  at  the  wake. 

I  scraped  the  dried  clay  and  dandruff  off 
the  back  of  the  horse  I  had  caught,  and  held 
my  peace.  After  a  pause  of  more  than  a 
minute  Castro  said  tentatively: 

“It  appears  the  old  man  is  in  a  humor  the 
most  amiable  this  evening.  You  and  he 
had  such  a  confab  just  now;  and,  if  you  noted 
it,  how  he  laughed,  eh?” 

By  “the  old  man”  (el  viejo)  Castro  meant 
the  majordomo.  I  had  a  suspicion  now  of 
what  was  coming,  but  I  remained  on  the 
defensive,  and  said  evasively: 

“You  saw  it,  no?” 

“Why,  yes — of  course.  It  called  my  at¬ 
tention  greatly.  It  sees  itself  that  you  have 

*AIHjunaf  a  favorite  gaucho  expletive. 


fallen  into  the  old  man’s  graces.  I  knew 
you  would.  It  is  not  for  nothing  that  one 
is  sympathetic  in  this  world,  eh?” 

“And  how  much  does  that  compffment 
cost,  before  I  thank  you?”  I  asked,  looking 
at  him  over  my  horse’s  withers. 

“Eh!  Cannot  you  make  a  guess?”  he 
said  reproachfully,  shrugging  his  shoul¬ 
ders.  “What  can  it  be  but  to  procure  that  I 
go  to  the  wake  with  you.  I  dare  not  ask 
the  old  man  to  let  me  go,  eh?  for  since  I 
shoulder-slipped  the  bay  I  have  been  on  the 
black  books.  The  old  man  cannot  bear  to 
see  even  my  shadow  since  that  day,  and  all 
because  of  an  accident,  look  you — no  more 
than  that !  Caramba !  one  cannot  tame 
horses  all  one’s  life  without  shoulder-slipping 
one  of  them.  But,  see  how  it  is,  the  old 
man  will  not  look  at  it  as  I  do.  If  I  ask  him 
for  leave  to  go  to  the  velorio  he  will  throw 
a  thousand  damnations  on  me.  Not  for  a 
cheese  would  I  go  near  him !  But  you,  eh ! 
You  could  do  it.  For  example,  you  could 
say,  as  it  were,  ‘Look,  Don  Eduardo,  I  hear 
there  is  an  angelita  over  at  Leon’s,  and  there 
is  to  be  a  great  wake  there  to-night.  I 
should  like  to  gallop  over  there  for  a  little 
while’ ;  tell  him,  ‘As  I  have  never  yet  seen 
one  of  these  functions,’  tell  him,  ‘and  also,’ 
tell  him,  ‘because  Leon  himself  invited  me,’ 
tell  him.  And  he  is  sure  to  say:  ‘Of  course, 
my  son,  of  course;  off  with  you — it  is  con¬ 
venient  that  you  make  yourself  acquainted 
with  the  customs  of  the  country.’  And  then 
you  will  say :  ‘  Yes,  sir,  and  many  thanks,’  and 
then,  careless  and  with  frankness,  you  will 
say:  ‘I  suppose  I  can  take  one  of  the  men 
with  me,  as  I  am  not  very  good  yet  at  finding 
my  way  over  the  country  in  the  dark.’  And 
he  will  say:  ‘Oh!  Yes,  of  course — pleasant 
journey  to  you.’  And  then  you  will  come 
to  me  and  tell  me  to  accompany  you.  Un¬ 
derstand?” 

I  understood.  But  there  were  difficulties. 

“You’re  not  disposed  to  look  for  trouble 
yonder?”  I  asked  cautiously,  remembering 
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things  which  had  happened  on  other  ex¬ 
peditions  of  ours. 

“Trouble!”  he  exclaimed,  spreading  out 
his  hands  with  an  air  of  protest.  “Look 
for  trouble,  I  ?  No-o-o !” 

“And  see.  Castro,  speak  the  truth  in  this: 
you  are  not  going  to  get  tangled  up  in  any 
girl  foolery,  are  you?” 

“I?”  he  asked  with  an  air  of  injured  inno¬ 
cence.  “But  no-o-o,  my  son !” 

I  had  my  doubts  about  it.  But  there  was 
a  perversity  within  me  which  craved  for  his 
companionship;  and  therefore  I  adopted  his 
plan,  which  worked  out  successfully.  We 
started  after  supper. 

Castro  was  one  of  the  peons  of  El  Cham- 
bergo— the  estancia  whose  mark  was  on  the 
horses  we  rode.  He  was  a  gaucho  rough- 
rider  who  had  taken  a  liking  to  me  and  in 
whose  company  I  already  had  had  adven¬ 
tures.  As  we  loped  across  the  camp  in  the 
starlight,  knee  to  knee,  our  horses  on  the 
one  stride,  with  the  dewy  grass  swishing 
and  purring  gently  against  their  hoofs,  and 
the  night  wind  soughing  to  the  supple  swing 
of  the  gallop,  Castro  gave  me  in  his  pictur¬ 
esque  Spanish  the  rationale  of  the  pampa 
wake.  I  listened  attentively  and  tried  to 
read  some  of  the  gaucho  history  which  under¬ 
lay  his  words.  I  followed  it  through  the 
mists  of  Indian  tradition  and  lost  it.  I 
caught  sight  of  it  again  in  the  twilight  of  the 
Colonial  days  when,  amongst  the  po.sterity  of 
the  Spanish  pioneers,  the  faith  of  the  Cabots 
and  de  Garay  had  by  centuries  of  unaided 
contest  against  the  wilderness  dwindled 
into  superstition.  But  it  escaped  me.  And 
by  the  time  I  had  caught  sight  of  it  once 
more  we  had  arrived  at  our  destination. 

By  midnight  there  were  nearly  two  hun¬ 
dred  people  present  at  the  wake.  Saddle 
horses  were  tied  all  round  I^eon’s  corral 
and  fettered  near  by  in  the  open  camp. 
Under  the  trees  in  front  of  the  house  fires 
were  lighted,  and  round  them  women  and 
‘girls  were  making  mate*  and  serving  it  to  the 
men  who  were  standing  here  and  there  in 
groups,  chatting  gaily. 

Inside,  in  the  largest  room  of  the  mud- 
wall  rancho  (hut),  the  angelita  v»’as  dressed 
out  in  all  the  colors  of  the  rainbow.  Flowers 
were  in  its  little  dead  hands  and  there  were 
strings  of  glass  beads  round  its  little  shriv¬ 
elled  neck.  The  hair,  which  was  parted  in 
the  middle,  hung  down  each  bony  cheek,  dull 

*  Matt  is  Paraguayan  favorite  beverage  on  the 

pampaa. 


and  lustreless.  The  poor  dead  eyes  were 
still  unclosed  and  stared  out,  dim  and  dreary, 
into  vacancy.  A  thin  crown  rested  on  the 
little  forehead;  tinsel  ornaments  bedecked 
the  little  dress;  candles,  to  the  number  of 
two  or  three  dozen,’  were  ranged  round 
the  chair  upon  which  the  small  figure  of 
decaying,  ash-colored,  wax-like  flesh  was 
propped  into  a  sitting  posture.  The  throne 
upon  which  this  melancholy  doll-queen  was 
perched  consisted  of  a  common  deal  table, 
over  which  was  spread  a  sheet  with  only 
moderate  pretensions  to  whiteness.  Be¬ 
tween  the  candlesticks,  which  were  of  differ¬ 
ent  sizes,  patterns  and  materials,  were  floral 
offerings  from  sympathizing  neighbors — 
wisps  of  pampa  bloom— madrc  $elia,  jasmin 
del  pais,  big  sun  flowers,  margaritas  in  their 
wild  splendor  of  crimson  flame — fading 
blossoms  bedecking  a  blossom  faded !  To 
me  it  was  unutterably  sad— the  most  pathetic 
sight  I  had  witnessed  for  many  a  day.  And 
mingled  with  the  sadness  of  the  moment  was 
a  feeling  akin  to  resentment;  for  to  my 
foreign  notions  of  the  fitness  of  things,  which 
had  begun  their  development  centuries  be¬ 
fore  I  was  born,  this  treatment  of  death 
seemed  in  some  vague  way  to  be  an  out¬ 
rage. 

The  parents  of  the  dead  child  received 
their  visitors  with  great  unction.  No  tears 
were  in  their  eyes.  No  paroxysm  of  grief 
seemed  to  have  shaken  them.  The  father 
smiled  in  a  neighborly  way  as  he  .shook 
hands  all  round.  The  mother  greeted  her 
sisters  of  the  pampa  with  sedate  cordiality. 
The  women  who  arrived  praised  the  beauty 
of  the  angelita,  and  touched  its  tiny  hands 
with  reverence.  The  mother  sat  by  it, 
glibly  narrating  all  the  phases  of  the  illness 
which  had  taken  her  child  away  from  her. 
Occasionally  she  shifted  a  candlestick  or 
rearranged  some  detail  of  the  trappings  on  the 
little  corpse;  but  she  smiled  oftener  than 
she  sighed.  She  did  not  rejoice;  yet  she 
was  not  di.sconsolate.  Blessed  was  the  blind 
belief  of  her  people  in  a  happy  eternity  for 
the  pure  of  soul !  There  was  enough  of  faith 
in  her  to  give  her  a  deep  certainty  that  the 
dead  child  was  honored  beyond  the  splendors 
of  the  earth.  And  mingled  with  all  this 
there  was  some  motherly  pride  in  the  glory 
reflected  on  her  of  being  the  mother  of  an 
angel  of  God. 

But  the  rest  of  the  people  had  no  such 
thoughts  as  these.  The  rancho  had  only  two 
rooms  and  one  of  these  was  given  over  to  the 
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angelita.  In  the  other,  which  was  the 
kitchen,  cooking  went  on;  pampa  fritters 
and  doughnuts  were  turned  out,  half-done, 
by  the  hundred.  Various  sides  of  mutton 
were  roasted  outside.  There  was  plenty  to 
drink  besides  water— anise,  gin,  cana  (South 
American  rum)  and  strong,  dry  wine  of 
('arlon.  The  dancing  salon  was  the  open 
patio,  the  floor  was  the  clay,  the  roof  was  the 
starry  heavens.  The  night  air  was  delight¬ 
fully  cool,  and  the  dancers  threw  themselves 
into  the  amusement  with  great  animation. 
There  was  just  light  enough  from  the  fires 
under  the  trees  and  from  the  stars  for  them 
to  see  one  another.  They  went  through  all 
the  pampa  dances  from  the  habanera  to  the 
gato  con  relacion,  and  during  intervals  of 
rest  the  two  celebrated  guitarists  to  whom 


velorio?"  he  asked  in  his  friendliest  tone 
as  I  took  my  stand  beside  him. 

“Was  it  merely  to  learn  my  opinion  of  the 
velorio  that  you  called  me  here !” 

“To  be  frank,”  he  replied,  “it  was  not. 
For  to  me  it  appeared  that  I  already  knew 
your  opinion  about  it.  You  looked  sleepy, 
tired,  weary  of  it  all— is  it  not? 

"You  did  not  appear  to  be  very  weary 
of  it,  my  friend,  did  you?”  I  said,  evasively. 
“You  have  been  dancing  and  flirting  and 
drinking - ” 

“No,  no,”  he  interposed,  “not  drinking — 
a  glass  now  and  then,  yes,  but  not  drunk;  not 
even  tipsy,  eh?  See  my  steadiness — see 
how  I  stand  here,”  and  he  straightened  him¬ 
self  up  on  his  legs  for  a  few  seconds  looking 
at  me  very  seriously.  “Not  even  tipsy,” 


('astro  had  alluded  en- 
gaged  in  contests  of 
improvisation.  Seated 
opposite  each  other  on 
cow-head  stools,  guitar 
on  knee,  they  strum- 
med  and  sang.  It  was 
a  game  counter- 
point  excited  the 
keenest  interest.  The 
verses  were  witty,  full 
of  local  hits,  and  often 

charged  with  humor-  BBf 

ous  personal  allusions 

which  called  forth  V 

|)eals  of  laughter  at  ■ 

the  expense  of  one  or  I 

the  other  of  the  rival  ^ 

bards.  After  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  of  this 

“  flow  of  soul  ”  the  "  EQUINE  DOCILIl 

dance  would  go  on 

again  with  more  vigor  than  ever.  It  w’as 

a  great  carousal  in  every  way. 

1  was  sitting  on  the  brick-work  of  the  well, 
looking  listlessly  at  the  surging  ruck  of 
(lancers,  listening  to  the  strumming  of  the 
guitars,  the  tramp  of  the  feet  and  to  the 
laughter  of  the  merrymakers,  when  Castro 
came  to  me  and  whispered  to  me  to  follow 
him.  I  asked  him  what  had  happened. 

“Wait,”  he  answered  quietly.  “Come  to 
where  our  horses  are  and  then  I  will  say  it 
all.” 

The  horses  were  tied  to  the  corral.  W’hen 
we  reached  there  Castro  leaned  his  back 
against  the  wiring  over  which  he  allowed 
his  arms  to  hang  loosely. 

“And  what  does  my  companion  say  of  the 
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he  continued,  lolling 
back  against  the  wires; 
“remember  that.” 

1^'  “Very  well,”  I  said, 

Bfcw  yawning  and  stretch- 

ing  myself,  “you  are 
perfectly  sober.  But 
what  was  it  you  wanted 

to 

r  most  persuasive  way, 

“you  see,  I  was  think- 
ing  of  you.  To-mor- 
row  will  be  a  warm 
day  and  you  will  have 
f much  work  to  do  as 
/  usual.  The  moon  is 

y  rising  yonder,  see? 

^  There  will  be  fine  light 

AND  INNOCENCE.’’  for  a  gallop,  and  it  is 

best  to  get  away,  no?” 

“Certainly,”  I  answered;  “come  along.” 

“Eh, well,”  he  said,  shrugging  one  shoulder 
apologetically,  “I  was  going  to  say  to  you  not 
to  be  waiting  for  me,  as  it  were.  I  could  stay 
a  little  longer,  no?  I  am  much  interested 

in  the  dance,  while  you — you  are  not — you 
are  not  taken  with  any  of  the  girls,  no?” 

I  looked  at  him  closely  for  a  few  moments 
but  his  face  was  utterly  expressionless.  Then 
I  said,  “It  seems  to  me  you  are  up  to  some¬ 
thing.  What  is  it?” 

“I  up  to  something?”  he  said,  shaking  hLs 
head  in  gentle  reproach  as  if  pained  at  my 
suspicion  of  him.  “Not  at  all.  I  am  inter¬ 
ested  in  this  dance,  yes.  What  is  life  good 
for,  if  one  may  not  enjoy  one’s  self  with  the 
girls  now  and  then.  One  dances,  and  has  a 
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talk  of  love,  and  sings  a  song  and  the  world 
is  brighter.  But  you  are  sick  of  this — you 
are,  and - ” 

“Well,  not  so  sick,  Castro — not  quite  so 
bad  as  all  that.  It  is  very  interesting.  I  can 
stand  it  for  a  w'hile  longer:  So  go  ahead 
and  enjoy  yourself.  I  can  wait.” 

His  face  fell,  which  only  made  me  more 
suspicious  still. 

“Look  now !”  he  went  on,  trying  to  adopt 
the  tone  of  a  tutor  reasoning  gently  with 
a  favorite  pupil,  “you  ought  to  get  away. 
Why  wait  for  me?  It  would  be  selfish  of 
me  to  allow  you.  There  is  the  beautiful 
moon,  and  everything  is  as  bright  as  the 
day— off  with  you,  then?” 

“Not  a  yard,  Castro,”  I  said  obstinately. 
“If  you  stay,  I  stay— and  that  is  the  end 
of  it.” 

But  he  did  not  give  in.  He  coaxed  and 
sulked  and  swore  by  turns.  It  w’ould  be  a 
favor  to  him,  eh?  Indeed,  yes;  for  to¬ 
morrow  when  sleep  would  be  in  my  eyes  and 
the  majordomo  wild  with  me,  the  blame 
w’ould  go  to  Castro.  Was  it  not  so?  Ah, 
well,  some  people  think  ill  always  of  others, 
which  is  not  friendly  at  all,  and  if  one  man 
thinks  another  man  is  lying — why,  let  him 
say  it  out  and  not  hide  it.  As  for  him,  look 
you,  he  was  able  to  take  care  of  himself  any 
day,  and  he  wanted  no  protection. 

“Nevertheless,  Castro,”  I  said,  w'earily, 
my  head  on  my  hand,  my  elbow  on  the 
withers  of  my  horse,  “you  are  a  deceiver  and 
you  know  it,”  and  I  offered  him  a  cigarette. 
“Why  do  you  want  me  to  be  out  of  the  way?” 

“S^,  my  friend,”  he  said,  as  he  struck  a 
light,  “never  look  for  a  useless  compromise 
if  you  can  avoid  it.  Mount  and  be  off.  You 
don’t  understand  these  things,  and  you 
have  seen  all  of  the  velorio  that  there  is  to 
see.” 

But  I  had  developed  a  new  interest  in  the 
wake  and  also  a  new  interest  in  Castro; 
and  wild  horses  w'ould  not  have  pulled  me 
aw'ay  while  he  remained  behind.  Seeing 
this,  he  at  length  accepted  the  situation. 

“And  now,  Castro,”  I  said,  as  we  agreed  to 
defer  our  start  until  later  on,  “what  new 
scrape  have  you  been  getting  into?” 

“Nothing— at  least,  up  to  the  present,” 
he  replied,  with  a  deprecatory  shrug,  “al¬ 
though,”  he  added,  apparently  as  a  mere 
afterthought,  “possibly  something  might 
happen  later  on.” 

“Which  means  that  you  expect  trouble. 
Is  that  it?” 


“Perhaps.  That  might  be  it,  yes.  It 
appears  that  I  might  have  a  question  with 
an  individual  in  there,”  and  he  nodded  in  the 
direction  of  the  rancho. 

“Well,  in  that  case,  suppose  we  leave? 
Come  on,  Castro.  Let  us  clear  out  of  here  at 
once.” 

“That,  no,”  he  said  emphatically,  as  he 
shook  himself  off  the  wire  fence  and  stood 
lithe  and  straight  in  his  tracks,  while  his 
eyes  kindled.  “Turn  my  back  on  this  fel¬ 
low?  Never.” 

“Who  is  it?”  I  asked. 

“An  individual  named  Lauro,”  he  an¬ 
swered,  with  a  fierce  frown.  “You  may 
have  noticed  him  yonder— the  tall  one,  with 
the  braided  jacket  and  the  swaggering  air — 
he  who  sang  and  recited  about  half  an  hour 
ago— an  empty  headed  fool— a  provocative, 
bragging  bully.  He  is  pretending  to  take 
Juanita  Casas  from  me,  and  he  is  not  the  man 
to  do  it.  He  has  been  gibing  at  me  for  the 
last  two  hours  and  throwing  out  veiled  chal¬ 
lenges  in  my  direction,  and  I  am  not  going  to 
stand  it  any  longer.” 

I  saw  now  why  he  w  ished  to  have  me  start 
for  home.  It  was  because  he  did  not  want 
me  to  be  mixed  up  in  any  quarrel  of  his — 
not  even  indirectly.  I  turned  to  him  now 
and  tried  to  reason  with  him— for  I  knew 
that  a  gaucho  quarrel  over  a  girl  was  a  grave 
business.  But  he  had  taken  the  bit  between 
his  teeth,  so  to  speak. 

“It  is  useless  to  say  all  that,  my  friend,” 
he  said,  with  a  nervous  shrug  and  an  im¬ 
patient  wave  of  his  hand.  “Each  one  to  his 
own  way,  and  my  way  is  to  stand  by  my 
right  and  let  no  man  walk  over  me.  This 
Lauro  thinks  he  can  frighten  every  man  in 
the  district  because  he  is  just  come  from 
prison,  where  he  spent  the  last  three  years 
for  stabbing  a  comrade  in  a  quarrel  over  a 
glass  of  gin.  He  can  sing  and  recite,  and  he 
can  ride  and  he  can  fight.  But  he  is  not  the 
man  to  take  Juanita  Casas  from  me;  and  I 
shall  teach  him  manners  presently.” 

Juanita  Casas,  the  fair  cause  of  the  trouble, 
was  daughter  of  old  Luciano  Casas  of  the 
Juncales.  She  was  a  camp-raised  daughter 
of  the  soil,  and  she  did  not  look,  nor  was  she, 
an  angel  in  disguise.  She  was  a  brown, 
supple-limbed,  lean-waisted  creature,  with 
eyes  of  sable  flame,  and  full  to  the  chin  of  the 
untaught  arts  which  so  often  bring  perdition 
into  the  minds  of  men — a  velvety,  feline 
child  of  nature  with  the  grace  of  a  gazelle. 

She  was  seated  beside  her  mother  on  an 
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upturned  watering  trough  under  the  par- 
aisos  as  Castro  and  I  returned  to  the  patio. 
Lauro  was  standing  in  front  of  her,  paying 
her  his  floweriest  compliments.  Castro  strode 
toward  them,  and  as  he  did  so  the  presence 
of  old  man  Casas  evolved  itself  from  the 
shadow  of  the  trees.  A  silence  fell.  The 
dance  stopped.  The  folks  in  the  wake-room 
crowded  to  the  door  and  peeped  out.  At 
the  end  of  the  house  an  aspiring  elocutionist 
who  was  entertaining  a  group  of  amused 
merrymakers  with  a  metrical  narration  of  a 
certain  ostrich  hunt  suddenly  found  him¬ 
self  without  an  audience.  All  eyes  were 
centred  on  the  group  on  the  verge  of  the 
shadows  but  in  the  clear  moonlight.  The 
two  women,  Juanita  Casas  and  her  mother, 
were  still  seated  side  by  side.  The  old 
man  stood  beside  them.  The  two  rivals 
were  in  front.  The  girl,  self-conscious  but 
unembarrassed,  spoke  to  Castro  and  asked 
him  with  an  ogle  where  he  had  been.  It 
was  Lauro,  not  Castro,  who  replied  to  her 
inquiry. 

“Friend  Castro  is  weak  in  the  chest,”  he 
said  with  mock  commiseration,  “and  being 
exhausted  by  the  dancing  he  went  to  take 
a  rest.” 

“You  must  be  a  great  doctor,  friend 
Lauro,”  said  Castro,  taking  a  step  forward, 
“to  find  out  disease  in  one  who  is  sounder 
than  yourself.  You  must  have  worked 
hard  to  get  all  that  science  into  you  during 
your  stay  in  college.” 

This  was  a  joke  on  Lauro’s  imprisonment 
and  it  burned.  To  be  imprisoned  for  murder 
—murder  done  in  treachery— and  to  have 
it  alluded  to  as  “college,”  may  not  seem 
very  humorous.  But  the  hearers  laughed— 
all  but  the  collegian;  and  what  he  said  was 
this: 

“One  need  not  be  a  great  scholar,  anyhow, 
in  order  to  know  when  one  is  better  than 
another,  and  to  know  how  to  deal  with 
people  who  have  pretensions  beyond  their 
merits.” 

“But  all  the  world  knows,”  said  Castro, 
fingering  the  silver  knife-haft  which  pro¬ 
truded  from  his  belt  over  his  right  hip,  “and 
all  the  world  can  say  that  you  did  not  go 
to  ‘college’  to  learn  these  simple  things. 
You  went  to  learn  that  it  is  not  by  stabbing 
a  drunken  man  in  the  back  that  a  fellow  has 
to  prove  his  courage.  Tell  me,  then,  did 
they  teach  you  to  attack  a  sober  man  face 
to  face?  If  so,  why - ” 

“You  shall  see,”  said  Lauro,  taking  a  step 


backward,  his  keen  long  knife  flashing  in  the 
moonlight  as  he  pulled  it  from  its  sheath. 
Castro’s  ready  blade  gleamed  and  waved 
in  defiance.  But  while  they  crouched  for  a 
moment  with  bent  knees  before  leaping  to¬ 
ward  each  other,  old  Luciano  Casas  stepped 
between  them. 

“I  have  the  right  to’speak  here,”  he  said 
in  a  husky,  stern  voice.  “I  have  seen  you 
two  after  my  girl  all  the  night,  and  I  know 
all  this  is  about  her.  But  I  won’t  have  you 
quarrel  here,  and  I  want  to  tell  you  that  the 
man  who  lifts  a  finger  in  this  affair  without 
my  consent  will  have  to  give  me  an  account 
of  it.” 

He  held  an  eighteen-inch  double-edged 
knife  in  his  hand,  and  every  one  was  well 
aware  that  he  knew  how  to  use  it.  He  had 
the  name  of  being  the  crossest  man  for  un¬ 
told  leagues  all  round  where  he  lived,  and  as 
he  waved  his  wicked  blade  to  and  fro  he 
looked  the  last  man  in  the  world  with  whom 
it  would  be  safe  to  trifle. 

“I  came  here  to-night,”  he  went  on,  “to 
accompany  friend  Leon  and  his  spouse  in 
the  wake  of  their  angelita,  and  I  am  not  going 
to  allow  any  row  to  take  place  at  this  func¬ 
tion  in  connection  with  my  girl.  And  besides, 
I  say  this:  my  girl  shall  have  no  word  to 
say  to  scandal-raisers  wKile  I  have  this  steel 
or  a  right  hand  to  use  it,  understand?  I  am 
a  man  of  the  camp,  and  my  daughter  shall 
not  be  courted  by  any  but  a  camp  man— a 
man  capable  of  doing  something  besides 
raising  fights  in  decent  people’s  houses. 
Now  listen  to  me,  senores  all.  Here  are  two 
persons,”  waving  his  knife  at  the  rivals, 
“who  have  a  question  between  them.  They 
shall  not  fight  in  my  presence  about  my 
daughter,  but  if  they  want  to  prove  their 
courage  I  will  give  them  a  way  of  doing  it. 
Senores  all,  you  know  I  have  a  reservao* 
— you  all  know  him — the  bay  horse  that 
killed  Manuelito  Ferrer,  and  broke  the 
collar  bone  of  Zenobio,  and  lamed  Pedrito 
Rodriguez  for  life,  eh?  Well,  then;  my 
proposition  is  this.  Let  Don  Castro  and 
Don  Lauro  saddle  that  horse  and  give  him  a 
gallop,  and  afterwards  let  either  of  them  who 
may  be  left  with  a  disposition  for  courting 
have  his  chance  with  the  girl.  That  is  what 
I  have  to  say.  What  answer  do  I  get?” 

It  was  a  gaucho  speech — a  gaucho  propo¬ 
sition:  it  caused  a  great  sensation.  Mur¬ 
murs  of  admiration  arose  on  all  sides,  and 

*7f««errao— meaning  rttterrado.  A  term  applied  to  a  pampa 
bronco  that  hnx  defeated  varioua  rough  ridcra  and  that  ia 
therefore  retertao—ar  reaertxd— pending  deveiopments. 
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swelled  into  acclamations  when  the  two 
rivals  accepted  the  challenge.  And  when 
it  was  resolved  there  and  then  that  the 
trial  in  horsemanship  should  take  place 
at  sunrise,  loud  and  long  were  the  plaudits. 

I  had  seen  my  gaucho  friends  show  signs 
of  deep  interest  in  many  things  up  to  that 
moment.  I  had  seen  them  at  races  when 
the  betting  was  even  and  the  result  doubtful. 
I  had  seen  them  looking  on  at  a  fight.  I  had 
seen  them  in  the  grip  of  the  gambling  fever. 
I  had  eaten  the  festive  roast  in  their  com¬ 
pany  while  the  iron  brands  grew  red  in  the 
fire  round  which  we  sat,  and  the  wild  cattle 
horned  one  another  in  the  corral  on  the  first 
morning  of  the  marking.  I  had  ridden 
with  about  forty  of  them  when  the  loud  hoof- 
thunder  of  4,000  stampeding  mares  caused 
the  earth  to  rock  and  one’s  ears  to  hum 
with  vibration,  and  when  the  fierce  excite¬ 
ment  of  the  moment  was  enough  to  stir 
.something  of  the  long-buried  generations  of 
nomads  in  the  tamest  of  blood.  I  had  seen 
them  in  many  moods,  but  never  in  one  like 
that  which  followed  the  announcement  of 
the  riding  contest  betw'een  Castro  and  his 
rival  Lauro.  How  quickly  they  got  ready 
to  start!  How  blithely  they  hailed  one 
another  later  on  as  they  tightened  the 
cinches  and  adjusted  the  bridles.  Even  the 
women  folk  were  excited.  The  etiquette  of 
the  pampa  forbade  their  presence  at  the 
coming  event,  but  they  w'ere  already  there 
in  spirit.  They  crowded  round  old  Senora 
Ca.sas  and  her  daughter,  who  were  pre¬ 
paring  to  start  for  home,  and  spoke  wor^  of 
congratulation.  They  envied  the  Casas 
girl  her  distinction,  but  all  the  same  their 
words  of  congratulation  were  dulcet. 

I  was  among  the  last  to  leave,  and  as  I 
stretched  my  hand  to  the  father  of  the 
angelita  for  a  farewell  shake,  he  w'as  stand¬ 
ing  at  the  end  of  the  house  looking  wistfully 
after  the  departing  guests. 

The  east  was  but  faintly  gray  with  the 
approaching  morn,  and  the  stars  were  still 
twinkling  when  w'e  started  across  the  camp 
to  the  novel  field  of  honor.  Old  man  Casas 
led  the  way.  He  was  not  taking  any  chances 
on  the  chivalry  of  his  fellow’-citizens,  so  his 
daughter  was  behind  him  on  the  haunches 
of  his  horse,  and  his  long  knife  under  his  belt 
in  front.  His  wife  rode  at  his  side  and  was 
silent.  The  rest  of  the  party  scattered  to 
the  rear,  and  in  the  helter-skelter  gallop 
talked  of  the  reservao  and  of  the  many 


deadly  things  which  that  notorious  quadru¬ 
ped  was  likely  to  do  to  the  men  who  w'ere  on 
their  way  to  try  conclusions  with  him. 
Seeing  Castro  riding  for  a  moment  alone,  I 
drew  close  to  him  and  galloped  by  his  side. 
He  shook  his  head  as  he  met  my  glance  in 
the  gathering  light,  and  said  reproachfully: 

“You  should  have  gone  back  when  I 
asked  you.  I  know  you  have  not  been 
challenged  to  ride;  but  w’hy  come  at  all? 
We  shall  be  late  home  now,  and  you  will 
get  sour  looks,  and  maybe  something  more.” 

“And  yourself?” 

“Oh,  that  is  no  matter.  I  don’t  care  if  I 
never  go  back.  This  question  has  to  be 
settled  now  and  quien  tabe  what  else !  You 
people  of  foreign  lands  do  not  do  these 
things — but  you  do  others.  Each  one  to 
his  own  way  of  killing  ants,  no?  Eh!  that 
is  it.  And  another  thing;  this  Lauro  i.s  an 
animal!  a  barbarian,  a  shameless  son  of 
evil,  and  it  is  necessary  to  teach  him  to 
know  the  people,  eh?” 

“But  is  it  true  all  they  say  about  the 
reservao,  Castro?”  I  asked. 

“And  what  is  it  they  say?  Let  us  hear 
it  all,”  he  said  politely. 

“That  he  is  a  man-eater;  that  he  can  buck 
the  best  rider  in  the  world  out  of  the  province ; 
and  that  he  can  turn  himself  inside  out, 
.stand  on  his  head,  and  throw  summersaults; 
that - ” 

“Hold,”  broke  in  Castro,  “what  a  mon.sU“r 
he  must  be !  Very  well.  What  can  we  do 
but  take  him  as  he  comes?” 

“But  have  you  ever  heard  of  this  horse 
before?” 

“Something,  yes.  I  knew  the  boy  he 
killed.  I  know  anyhow  that  old  man  Casas 
has  the  wickedest  breed  of  horses  in  the 
country.  But  who  cares?” 

“That  is  right.  That  is  spoken  like  a 
gaucho.  Viva! - ” 

I  turned  and  found  a  graybeard  riding 
stirrup  to  stirrup  with  me  on  my  left.  He 
was  in  great  glee.  He  prodded  me  in  the 
ribs  with  the  handle  of  his  whip  and  said 
in  unfeigned  admiration:  “Eh,  youngster, 
look  at  Don  Castro !  There  is  a  respectable 
citizen  for  you.  Hoigh!  he  can  ride  any¬ 
thing  that  walks  on  four  feet,  can  Don 
Castro!  So  could  his  father,  for  I  knew 
him.  And  what  a  combination  this  is,  my 
son !  Magnifico !  A  girl  and  a  reservao — a 
horse  that  has  broken  the  souls  of  three 
men !  Viva !” 

He  was  not  tipsy.  Indeed,  drunkenness 
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victory,  or  allied  his  name  to  the  greatest 
achievements  of  industrial  or  speculative 
science;  but  to  the  men  in  whose  company 
I  was  at  that  moment  galloping  through  the 
dawn  he  could  only  have  become  a  hero, 
in  the  last  analysis,  by  his  record  of  heroic 
horsemanship. 

The  sun  was  rising  as  we  shut  Casas’  mares 


slant  of  his  ear  or  the  switching  of  his  tail; 
but  this  sanguinary  criminal  looked  the 
picture  of  equine  docility  and  innocence. 
Could  he  really  be  a  reservao?  It  seemed 
so.  There  were  several  riders  present  who 
knew  this. 

One  of  them  narrated  the  exact  circum¬ 
stances  under  which  the  animal  had  killed 
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is  not  a  gaucho  vice  at  all.  He  was  merely 
excited;  and  they  all  felt  more  or  less  as 
he  did.  The  “combination”  to  them  was 
grand  beyond  the  power  of  expression — 
love,  rivalry,  horsemanship — all  at  once. 
The  item  of  horsemanship,  though  the  last, 
was  far  from  being  the  least.  To  them  the 
best  of  horsemanship  was  one  of  the  highest 
tests  of  respectability.  A  man  might  know 
the  stars  one  by  one,  might  have  all  the 
learning  of  the  ages,  might  know  good  stock 
from  bad  stock,  might  have  led  armies  to 


into  the  corral.  There  were  about  fifty 
animals  in  all,  and  the  far-famed  bay  res- 
ervao  was  amongst  them.  He  was  a  noble 
looking  brute,  small  of  head,  broad  of 
counter,  short  of  back,  clean  of  limb,  sleek, 
glossy,  and  in  ideal  condition.  I  looked  in 
his  eye  for  some  index  to  the  ferocity  of  his 
nature,  but  met  only  the  radiant  meek¬ 
ness  of  the  fawn.  You  will  find  it  witten 
in  books  that  this,  that  or  the  other  horse 
gave  away  the  secret  of  his  character  by  the 
white  of  his  eye,  the  turn  of  his  nostril,  the 
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the  man  who  attempted  to  tame  him.  An¬ 
other  described  how  the  reservao  had  thrown 
a  second  rough-rider  and  then  tried  to  eat 
him.  Another  could  tell  over  how  many 
square  leagues  had  been  distributed  the 
component  parts  of  the  last  riding  gear  which 
had  been  placed  upon  the  back  of  this  in¬ 
domitable  gelding.  There  w'as  evidently 
no  doubt  about  it.  There  he  stood — the 
five-year-old  terror  of  the  western  camps— 
the  horse  that  never  yet  had  met  his  master 
— the  brute  that  many  men  would  give  a 
year  of  their  lives  to  be  able  to  tame  and 
that  not  ten  men  in  a  thousand  would  dare 
to  mount.  There  he  stood,  with  his  chin . 
across  the  withers  of  his  mother,  tranquilly 
gazing  at  the  row  of  faces  that  surveyed  him 
from  over  the  posts  of  the  corral. 

Old  man  Casas  came  from  his  rancho 
when  the  mares  had  been  shut  in.  In  his 
hand  he  carried  a  taba — the  joint  of  a  cow’s 
hoof  used  so  often  in  pampa  gambling.  One 
side  of  this  bone  is  smooth,  the  other  side  is 
indented.  When  he  arrived  in  front  of  the 
barriers  of  the  corral  the  old  gaucho  drew 
two  parallel  lines  on  the  hard  clay  about  five 
yards  apart  with  the  point  of  his  knife. 
Then  addressing  the  crowd  he  said  with 
great  deliberation: 

“I  desire  to  call  the  attention  of  all  the 
sefiores  present  to  the  fact  that  my  reservao 
is  the  wickedest  horse  I  have  ever  known, 
and  I  have  known  some  bad  ones  during 
my  sixty-seven  years.  This  bay  owes  al¬ 
ready  one  death  and  several  broken  limbs. 
Let  no  senor  here  imagine  that  I  exaggerate. 
What  I  say  is  true.  I  say  it  because  I  want 
nobody  to  come  to  me  aften^•ard  and  speak 
to  me  of  bad  faith.  I  stand  upon  what  I 
said  at  the  velorio.  Let  Don  Castro  and  Don 
Lauro  throw  the  bone  here  to  decide  which 
shall  mount  the  bay  first.  After  both  have 
ridden  him,  let  the  better  horseman  do  his 
own  courting— if  he  is  disposed  to  make 
love — and  let  the  other  man  keep  clear.  I 
do  not  know  if  I  have  made  myself  under¬ 
stood?” 

He  had.  He  dropped  the  bone  on  the 
ground,  mounted,  and  signed  to  the  rivals  to 
throw.  They  threw  it  the  stipulated  number 
of  times  and  chance  decid^  that  Lauro 
should  be  the  first  to  interview  the  retervao. 
With  a  swaggering  jest  he  took  his  lasso  from 
the  haunches  of  his  horse,  thew  off  his 
jacket,  and,  asking  two  of  those  present 
to  accompany  him,  climbed  over  the  bar¬ 
riers  into  the  corral.  As  he  shook  out  the 


coils  of  the  lasso  and  trailed  the  loop  in  the 
dust,  a  change  came  over  the  reservao.  He 
snorted,  laid  back  his  ears,  and  showed 
the  white  of  his  eye.  His  tame,  docile  ap¬ 
pearance  was  shed  as  if  by  magic,  and  he 
now  looked  what  he  was — a  devil.  At  the 
first  Sluing  of  the  lasso  he  dropped  his  head 
and  crouched  behind  his  kindred  for  a  mo¬ 
ment;  then  with  a  wild  leap  and  a  snort  of 
rage  he  made  for  the  barriers.  But  Lauro’s 
right  hand  had  lost  none  of  its  cunning  in 
prison,  and  the  lasso  was  thrown  with  un¬ 
erring  aim  and  judgment — not  to  fall  over 
the  head  and  neck,  but  to  catch  the  fore 
legs.  The  loop  struck  edgeways  on  the 
ground,  a  little  to  one  side  of  the  runaway 
and  a  little  in  front.  As  it  fell  against  the 
dust  it  turned  over  and  .slightly  upward,  right 
under  the  flying  hoofs,  hit  against  the 
counter,  dropped  round  the  knees,  and  as 
the  metal  ring  ran  snarlingly  along  the 
plaiting,  the  fetlocks  were  snared.  I..auro 
threw  himself  backward,  bending  his  knees, 
and  turning  sideways  to  meet  the  strain,  his 
right  hand  holding  the  lasso  pressed  behind 
his  hip,  his  left  gripping  it  just  over  his 
forw'ard  knee.  When  the  slack  was  ex¬ 
hausted  the  horse  was  tripped  and  thrown 
forward  head  over  heels  in  a  most  workman¬ 
like  manner.  Instantly  two  men  were  upon 
him,  one  holding  him  by  the  mane  and 
uppermost  ear,  while  his  companion  ad¬ 
justed  a  stout  head-stall  to  the  brass  ring,  to 
which  a  long  rawhide  halter  was  soon 
buttoned.  The  lasso  was  now  slackened 
and  the  fore  feet  liberated.  The  barriers 
were  removed  to  allow  the  mares  and  their 
offspring  to  escape,  and  then,  rearing  and 
kicking  in  terror  and  anger,  the  reservao  was 
led  forth  a  prisoner.  Lauro  now  snared  the 
fore  feet  once  more,  while  a  man  on  horse¬ 
back  lassoed  the  hind  legs  by  dropping  the 
loop  over  the  haunches.  The  prisoner  was 
then  pulled  off  his  feet  again,  and  the  mount¬ 
ed  man  having  reached  the  end  of  his  rope, 
made  his  well-trained  horse  lean  away  from 
it  to  keep  it  taut. 

Stretched  at  his  full  length,  the  reservao 
surveyed  his  captors  with  the  comer  of  his 
available  eye  and  groaned  under  the  strain 
of  the  lassoes.  From  the  spot  where  his 
nostrils  w’ere  pressed  against  the  ground  he 
blew  the  dust  away  in  little  clouds  as  he 
snorted  scorn  and  defiance  at  all  mankind. 
Lauro  seated  himself  on  his  prisoner’s  head 
and  smiled. 

“What  bets  are  in  favor  of  the  horse?”  he 
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asked  in  his  jaunty  way,  looking  toward 
the  door  of  the  hut  near  by  at  which  Juanita 
and  her  mother  stood  side  by  side  watching 
everything  that  went  on.  “Is  any  sefior 
disposed  to  bet?” 

“Is  any  senor  disposed  to  ride?”  said  old 
man  Casas,  dryly.  “If  so,  he  might  begin  to 
saddle  as  soon  as  he  pleases.” 

Juanita  Casas  smiled  at  her  father’s  sar¬ 
donic  remark.  Lauro  saw  the  smile  and  it 
angered  him. 

“Ask  him  what  money  he  would  like  to 
put  down,”  said  Sefiora  Casas,  placing  her 
hands  on  her  hips  and  moving  a  few  steps 
from  the  door. 

“Silence,  woman,”  commanded  her  lord 
and  master,  sternly. 

“As  well  might  the  senora  ask  him  for  the 
grace  of  God,”  added  Castro,  pleasantly, 
glancing  from  the  mother  to  the  daughter, 
who  smiled  and 
nodded  and  then 
hung  her  head. 

"Bueno,"  said 
Lauro,  who  saw 
this  by-play  and 
who  now  sprang  to 
his  feet,  “if  none 
of  the  senores  will 
bet  I  must  only 
give  them  a  free 
exhibition  of  horse¬ 
manship.  Let  us 
saddle.” 

“It  is  so  kind  of 
you!  ”  remarked 
Castro,  in  mock 
humility. 

Saddling  that  recalcitrant  outlaw  was  a 
long  and  laborious  operation,  for  most  of 
it  had  to  be  done  with  the  animal  lying  on  the 
ground.  When  they  allowed  him  to  scramble 
to  his  feet,  he  threw  a  shower  of  kicks  in  all 
directions,  and  it  was  with  great  difficulty 
they  succeeded  in  snaring  his  hind  legs  again 
and  passing  the  ends  of  the  lasso  by  which 
they  did  it  round  his  neck,  where  they  made 
it  fast.  Still  he  resisted.  They  held  him 
by  the  ears  and  twisted  the  point  of  his  nose 
into  a  knot  by  means  of  the  wristband  of  a 
riding-whip;  but  he  tried  to  eat  them,  while 
at  the  same  time  he  put  his  back  into  a 
hump  in  order  to  prevent  them  from  drawing 
the  cinch  sufficiently  tight.  He  reared  and 
tried  to  strike  them  with  his  fore  feet,  and 
then  threw  himself  on  the  ground  to  left  or 
right  in  an  effort  to  catch  them  and  crush 


them  in  his  fall.  Little  by  little,  however, 
the  tough  girth  was  pulled  home  and  secured 
by  its  rawhide  fastening,  and  the  sheep¬ 
skin  cover  of  the  reeao  bound  over  all.  No 
bridle  was  used,  but  in  its  place  a  twisted 
horse  skin  thong  {boeao),  which  was  passed 
through  the  mouth  behind  the  bridle-teeth 
of  the  under  jaw  and  tied  under  the  chin. 
The  reins  were  buttoned  to  this  contrivance 
and  the  reservao  was  ready. 

Lauro  now  prepared  to  mount.  He 
threw  off  all  superfluous  clothing  and  added 
to  his  toilet  a  pair  of  heavy  spurs  borrowed 
from  one  of  his  companions,  which  he  bound 
securely  about  his  insteps  and  ankles.  He 
wore  the  betas  de  poiro  of  the  pampas — 
boots  made  from  the  untanned  skin  taken 
without  a  side  slit  from  the  hocks  of  a  horse. 
They  fitted  like  gloves  to  his  feet  and  legs, 
leaving  the  toes  bare  to  grip  the  stirrups 
and  the  knees  bare 
to  grip  the  saddle. 
He  discarded  his 
hat  and  replaced  it 
by  a  cotton  hand¬ 
kerchief  which  he 
knotted  tightly 
round  his  brows. 
He  tightened  his 
waist  sash,  picked 
up  his  whip  and 
strode  to  where  his 
two  companions 
were  holding  the 
reservao.  On  hear¬ 
ing  the  approaching 
rattle  of  the  spur- 
rowels  along  the 
ground  the  bay  snorted;  he  accepted  the 
challenge. 

In  ordinary  camp  horse-breaking  the 
rough-rider  is  accompanied,  while  giving 

the  first  gallops  to  a  raw  gelding,  by  a 

mounted  companion.  But  here  there  was 
to  be  none  of  this  aid.  Each  rider  was  to 
depend  on  himself  alone.  Bearing  this  in 
mind,  Lauro  got  them  to  drag  the  reservao 
farther  away  from  the  corral  and  to  face 
him  for  the  open  camp,  so  that  the  old  trick 
of  crushing  the  rider  against  the  posts  might 
not  be  attempted.  They  held  the  animal’s 
ears  and  nose  until  the  horseman  was  se¬ 
curely  planted  in  the  saddle  and  at  a  word 
from  him  they  sprang  backward,  out  of 
the  way.  The  horse  stood  still  for  a  mo¬ 
ment,  and  then,  bunching  all  his  feet  to¬ 
gether,  he  shot  himself  a  few  feet  into  the  air. 
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He  repeated  this  trick  two  or  three  times 
until  Lauro  drove  home  the  spurs  and  kept 
them  pressed  into  his  sides.  The  maddened 
animal  squealed  with  pain  and  rage  and 
bounded  forward  in  a  series  of  zigzag  leaps. 
Suddenly  he  stopped  and  shook  his  head 
from  side  to  side.  He  was  fighting  for  the 
advantage  of  getting  his  head  between  his 
knees,  but  Lauro,  with  his  body  thrown  back 
and  the  muscles  of  his  arms  straining  under 
his  olive  skin,  held  the  reins  as  if  in  a  grip  of 
steel.  The  zaino  now  gave  a  few  circular 
buck-jumps,  still  tugging  at  the  reins,  and 
then,  without  a  moment’s  warning,  he  stood 
on  his  hind  legs  and  threw  himself  back  on 
the  ground.  It  was  one  of  his  pet  tricks. 
Lauro  knew  about  it,  but  was  unprepared  to 
meet  it.  The  balance  of  his  body  had  been 
all  right  to  withstand  the  strain  on  his  arms, 
but  w'as  fatal  when  the  horse  reared  and 
took  him  unawares.  Had  he  been  prepared 
for  the  emergency,  he  would  have  plac^  his 
hands  against  the  bay’s  neck,  kept  his  arms 
rigid,  loosened  his  legs  on  the  saddle  and 
drawn  his  toes  out  of  the  stirrups.  In  this 
manner,  as  the  horse  fell,  the  rider  would 
have  bwn  thrown  outward  and  backward 
to  a  safe  distance  and  would  have  dropped 
on  his  feet.  As  it  was,  he  fell  with  the 
reservao  and  narrowiy  escaped  being  crushed 
to  death.  He  managed  to  wriggle  to  one 
side  in  time  to  save  his  body;  but  his  legs 
were  caught,  and  when  they  went  to  him  they 
found  him  pale  with  humiliation  and  with 
the  agony  of  a  bruised  and  dislocated  ankle. 

Some  of  them  helped  him  to  limp  back  to 
corral,  against  the  posts  of  w'hich  he  seated 
him.self  while  the  others  headed  off  and  caught 
the  victorious  reservao.  The  defeated  rough- 
rider  turned  tow'ards  the  hut  and  saw  Casas’ 
wife  and  daughter  looking  on  from  the  open 
door,  and  the  sight  did  not  give  him  conso¬ 
lation.  The  grim  owner  of  the  reservao  ap¬ 
peared  to  be  the  most  unconcerned  man 
there.  He  sat  on  horseback  as  impression¬ 
less  as  if  he  were  sleep-walking.  Not  a 
muscle  moved.  He  may  indeed  have  felt 
a  sort  of  modest  pride  in  his  untamable  bay, 
but  if  so  he  kept  it  to  himself.  When  they 
brought  back  that  desperate  animal  the  old 
man  turned  to  Castro  and  said: 

“Don  Castro,  have  you  given  yourself  an 
account  of  w'hat  has  taken  place?  ’’ 

Castro  nodded.  He  was  stripped  for  the 
fray  and  ready  to  begin.  But  old  man 
Casas,  being  in  love  with  ponderous  formali¬ 
ties,  had  more  to  say. 


“If  Don  Castro  desires  to  do  so  he  can 
let  go  the  reservao.  It  is  all  the  same  to 
me. 

“It  is  not  all  the  same,”  shouted  Lauro 
from  where  he  had  propp^  himself  against 
the  posts  of  the  corral;  “or  if  it  is  all  the 
same  to  you  it  is  not  all  the  same  to  me.  He 
must  either  ride  or  eat  dirt.  Let  us  see  what 
he  can  do.  It  is  only  just  that  he,  too, 
should  have  a  chance  to  take  away  a  re¬ 
membrance  of  this  business.’’ 

“It  is  well,’’  said  Castro,  quietly.  “Have 
no  fear  that  I  want  to  shirk  the  trial.  Here 
I  am.’’ 

In  another  half-minute  he  was  in  the 
saddle,  his  slim  figure  swaying  in  rhythm  to 
the  wild  antics  of  the  bay,  his  whip  hand 
rising  and  falling  with  rapid  sweeps  as 
cut  after  cut  of  the  cruel  lash  was  rained 
upon  the  head,  neck  and  quarters  of  the 
rebel.  For  the  first  five  minutes  the  reservao 
did  nothing  but  jump— in  circles,  in  zig¬ 
zags,  to  and  fro,  wriggling  and  twisting  him¬ 
self  in  every  leap,  now  swer\ing  as  he  gave 
a  fresh  bound  until  the  right  stirrup  of  his 
rider  brushed  the  grass,  and  now  bending  to 
the  left  until  he  seemed  to  be  on  the  point  of 
rolling  over.  It  was  of  no  avail.  He  stood 
stock-still  now,  with  his  feet  wide  apart, 
and  Castro  immediately  reversed  his  whip, 
catching  it  by  the  lash  and  poising  the  loaded 
handle  ready  for  use.  With  a  defiant  shout 
he  drove  the  spurs  to  the  row^el  axles,  and 
as  the  horse  reared  he  struck  him  a  resound¬ 
ing  blow  right  between  the  ears.  With 
open  mouth  and  blazing  eyes  the  savage 
b^t  now  turned  and  tried  to  bite  the  legs 
which  gored  his  sides  with  their  steel-shod 
extremities;  but  the  heavy  whip-handle 
came  mercilessly  down  on  nose  and  temple 
and  lean  jaw-bone  and  forced  him  to  check 
his  cannibal  appetite.  A  headlong  race  out 
on  the  plain  now  followed.  When  he  had 
gone  about  a  hundred  yards  he  broke  once 
more  into  buck  jumps  and  waltzed  around 
a  wide  circle,  shaking  himself  from  head 
to  heel  every  time  he  touched  the  ground 
and  straining  at  the  reins  to  get  down  his 
head. 

We  cheered  lustily,  and  at  the  door  of  the 
hut  the  women  clapped  their  hands  in  ap¬ 
plause. 

“For  Dios!’’  said  old  man  Casas,  “it  is 
great— he  is  a  horseman  in  a  thousand !’’ 

The  struggle  had  gone  on  for  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  now  and  Castro  was  growing 
pale.  No  human  endurance  could  much 
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longer  support  such  exertions  and  there 
seemed  to  be  plenty  of  fight  still  left  in  the 
reservao.  Castro  saw  this  and  knew  that 
the  next  five  minutes  would  be  decisive. 
Gathering  himself  together  for  a  supreme 
effort,  he  shortened  his  hold  on  the  reins 
and  with  all  his  force  pulled  the  bay  on  his 
haunches.  The  horse  reeled  under  the  pull, 
but  quickly  recovered.  In  the  whirling 
dance  which  followed  Castro’s  balance  was 
for  a  moment  in  peril,  and  in  his  efforts  to 
regain  it  his  grip  on  the  reins  was  loosened 
and  the  reservao  got  his  head  between  his 
villainous  knees  at  last.  In  the  middle  of 
a  series  of  rushing  leaps  the  reservao 
suddenly  threw  himself  forward,  heels  over 
head.  But  Castro  was  not  caught  under¬ 
neath.  He  was  too  superb  a  horseman  for 
that.  At  the  roll-over  my  companion  leaned 
back,  kicked  his  feet  out  of  the  stirrups  and 
loosened  his  grip  on  the  saddle.  The  mo¬ 
mentum  of  the  fall  threw  him  forward  on  his 
feet. 

Castro  did  not  lose  any  time  in  acknowl¬ 
edging  the  applause.  Before  the  reservao 
could  regain  his  feet  after  the  fall, 
his  rider  was  kneeling  on  his  head  and  a 
torrent  of  blows  from  that  terrific  whip- 
handle  was  drumming  an  agonizing  tattoo 
on  ribs  and  belly.  The  reservao  soon  kicked 
him.self  free.  When  he  stood  up  again, 
however,  Castro  was  on  his  back,  and  this 
time  the  reins  were  short  enough. 

The  bay  now  went  on  strike  and  remained 
stock  still.  Castro  did  not  trouble  himself 
about  this  at  first.  It  would  allow  him  to 
get  back  some  of  his  strength  for  a  final 
struggle,  so  he  kept  a  firm  hold  of  the  reins 
and  waited  for  about  five  minutes,  when 
he  proposed  a  return  to  work.  At  first  the 
bay  refused  to  move,  but  there  came  some 
caresses  from  that  whip-handle  which  patted 
him  behind  the  ear  with  a  gentle  pressure 
of  several  tons  to  the  square  inch;  so  he  saw 
the  sweet  reasonableness  of  doing  something. 
What  he  did  was  to  stand  straight  up,  as 
he  had  done  with  Lauro,  and  throw  himself 
back — but  with  a  different  result.  Castro 
was  beside  him  as  he  fell,  and  another  cyclone 
of  whip-handles  immediately  visited  the 
neighborhood.  As  the  bay  leaped  to  his  feet 
after  this  unpleasant  episode  Castro  was 
again  astride  of  him,  and  held  him  on  a 
shorter  rein.  But  there  were  several  dozens 
of  demons  to  be  exorcised  still.  He  jumped 
for  another  five  minutes,  threw  himself  on 
his  side  twice,  and  was  preparing  for  another 


backward  tumble  when  Castro  nearly  opened 
his  wicked  skull  by  a  cut  behind  the  ears. 
It  hit  him  in  the  right  place  and  staggered 
him.  He  fell  on  his  knees,  swayed  as  if 
drunk  for  a  moment,  and  rose  again— tamed ! 

He  trotted  for  about  twenty  yards  and 
then  broke  into  a  gallop — a  magnificent 
gallop,  long,  supple,  swinging,  graceful— 
for  he  was  a  glorious  horse  to  look  at. 
Four  or  five  of  us  ran  forward  to  relieve 
Castro  of  the  conquered  reservao,  and  as  ho 
slid  to  the  ground  among  us  there  was  not 
much  of  triumph  in  his  mien.  His  cheeks 
were  ashen,  his  eyes  heavy  and  sunken,  the 
damp  on  his  forehead  was  cold.  His  hand 
felt  like  ice,  his  breath  came  in  quick,  con¬ 
vulsive  sobs,  and  clotted,  blood-flecked 
spume  stained  his  lips  and  chin.  He  reeled 
rather  than  walked  to  a  patch  of  grass  near 
the  corner  of  the  corral,  where  he  threw 
himself  wearily  face  -  downward,  without  a 
word. 

Juanita  at  a  sign  from  her  father  ran  to 
offer  the  victor  a  drink  of  water.  She 
spoke  to  him  but  he  did  not  heed  her.  She 
put  her  supple  arms  round  him  and  rolled 
him  over  on  his  back. 

“A  moment,”  he  gasped,  “let  me  be;”  and 
he  waved  her  gently  aside. 

It  was  then  that  I  remembered  what  old 
man  Casas  had  said  about  a  “disposition  for 
courting”  after  having  ridden  the  reservao. 
But  no  matter.  W ere  Castro  never  to  get  into 
the  saddle  again  his  performance  of  that 
morning  would  have  been  enough  to  hand 
him  down  to  posterity  as  one  of  the  best 
horsemen  ever  born  on  the  pampas. 

In  half  an  hour  he  was  seated  at  the  door 
of  the  hut  drinking  mate  and  chatting  con¬ 
fidentially  with  Casas’  wife  and  daughter. 
Casas  himself  was  hospitably  helping  Lauro 
to  mount  his  horse. 

“When  is  it  to  be?”  I  asked  of  Castro 
later  as  we  galloped  homeward. 

At  first  he  only  laughed  and  shrugged  his 
shoulders.  But  at  length,  after  I  had  teased 
him  and  plied  him  with  questions,  he  said: 

“When  I  can  steal  her,  for  the  old  man  will 
be  sure  to  put  difficulties  in  the  way.  He 
said,  if  you  will  observe,  that  I  might  ask 
her;  but  he  did  not  say  that  he  would  give 
her.  He  fears  that  I  am  wild  and  that  I 
would  not  be  a  good  husband !  She 
will  like  to  be  stolen.  And  as  for  me  ?  What 
would  you  have?  For  me  I  would  prefer 
to  steal  her- 1  would !” 

And  he  stole  her,  too. 


'  "  MIGHTT  MILL— PRIDE  OF  THE  ARCHITECT  AND  THE  COHUERaAL  UAONATE." 

‘'Charnel  houae,  destroyer  of  homes,  of  all  that  mankind  calls  hallowed;  breeder  of  strife,  of  strike,  of  immorality, 

of  sedition  and  riot.” 
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two,  and  her  sister-in-law,  Mrs.  John  Van  Vorst,  three.— Editor.] 

Those  who  are  familiar  with  t  he  ness  for  half  a  mile !  It  is  full  now  of  flesh 
healthy  type  of  the  decent  workmen  and  blood,  of  human  life  and  brain  and 
of  the  West  and  East  must  draw  their  fibre:  it  is  content!  Triumphantly  during 
distinctions  as  they  consider  this  same  class  the  long  day  it  devours  its  tithe  of  body 
in  the  South.  The  Southern  mill  hand’s  face  and  soul. 

is  unique,  a  fearful  type,  the  perusal  of  which  Behind  lies  the  village,  destitute  of  life  dur- 
is  not  pleasant  nor  cheerful  to  the  character  ing  the  hours  of  work;  condemned  to  the 
reader,  to  the  lover  of  humanity  nor  to  our  care  of  a  few  women,  the  old,  the  bedridden 
prophets.  Watch  them  as  they  defile:  and  the  sick — of  this  last  there  are  plenty, 
men  vith  felt  hats  drawn  over  their  brows;  Around  Columbia,  South  Carolina,  there 
women,  sunbonneted  or  hatless;  children,  lie  five  mills  and  their  respective  settlements, 
barefooted,  bareheaded,  ragged,  unwashed.  Excelsior,  Granton,  the  Calcutta,  the  Cort- 
In  the  early  morning  the  giant  mill  grows  land  and  the  Principal  City.  Each  of  these 
active.  Hear  it  roar,  shattering  the  still-  mills  boasts  its  own  so-called  “town.”  When 
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the  mill  people  are  free  on  Saturday  and 
Sunday  afternoons,  they  are  too  exhausted 
to  do  anything  but  turn  into  their  hovels 
to  sleep.  At  l^t  they  board  a  trolley  and 
betake  themselves  to  a  distant  park  which, 
in  the  picturesque  descriptions  of  Columbia, 
reads  like  an  Arcadia,  but  is  in  reality 
desolation. 

The  mill  hands  are  not  from  the  direct  sec¬ 
tion  of  Columbia.  They  are  strangers 
brought  in  from  “the  hills”  by  the  agents 
of  the  company,  who  go  through  different 
parts  of  the  country  describing,  to  the  poor 
whites  and  hill  dwellers,  work  in  the  mills 
as  a  way  to  riches  and  success.  Filled 
with  dreams  of  gain,  with  hopes  of  decent 
housing  and  schooling  for  their  children, 
these  immigrants  leave  their  distant  com¬ 
munities  and  troop  to  the  mills.  They  are 
picturesque,  touching  to  see.  They  come 
with  all  they  own  in  the  world  on  their  backs 
or  in  their  hands;  penniless.  They  are  hat¬ 
less,  barefooted,  ignorant;  innocent  for  the 
most  part,  and  hopeful!  What  the  con¬ 
dition  of  these  laborers  is,  after  they  have 
tested  the  promises  of  the  manufacturer  and 
found  them  empty  bubbles,  can  only  be 
understood  and  imagined  when  one  has  seen 
their  life,  lived  among  them,  worked  by  their 
sides,  and  comprehended  the  tragedy  of  this 
population — a  floating  population,  going 
from  Granton  to  Excelsior,  from  Excelsior 
to  Cortland,  hither  and  thither,  seeking 
better  conditions.  They  have 
no  affiliation  with  the  people 
of  the  town;  they  are  looked 
upon  as  scum. 

In  my  simple  work  garb  I 
leave  Columbia  and  take  a 
trolley  to  the  mill  district.  I 
have  chosen  Excelsior  as  the 
best  for  my  purpose.  Its  rep¬ 
utation  is  most  at  stake;  its 
prospectus  dazzling;  its  annals 
effective. 

Before  the  trolley  has  come 
up  to  the  stores  Excelsior  has 
spoken —  roared,  clicked  forth 
so  vibrantly,  I  am  prepared 
to  feel  the  earth  shake. 

Mighty  mill — pride  of  the 
architect  and  the  commer¬ 
cial  magnate;  charnel  house, 
destroyer  of  homes,  of  all  that 
mankind  calls  hallowed ; 
breeder  of  strife,  of  strike,  of 


immorality,  of  sedition  and  riot — build¬ 
ings  tremendous, — you  give  your  immu¬ 
table  faces,  myriad  windowed,  to  the  dust 
heaps,  to  the  wind-swept  plains  of  sand. 

This  is  the  largest  mill  in  the  world  and 
looks  it!  a  model,  too,  in  view  of  archi¬ 
tecture.  I  have  read  in  the  prospectus  that 
it  represents  $1,750,000  capital;  possesses 
104,000  spindles;  employs  1,200  hands,  and 
can,  with  crowding,  employ  3,000.  Surely  it 
will  have  place  for  one  more,  then!  Its 
grandeur  impresses  me  as  it  rises,  red- 
bricked,  with  proud,  straight  towers  toward 
its  centre.  On  one  side,  Christianity  and 
doctrine  have  constructed  a  church:  a  second 
one  is  being  built.  On  the  other  side,  at  a 
little  distance,  lies  Granton,  second  largest 
mill. 

There  is  no  entry  for  me  at  the  front  of  the 
mill,  and  I  toil  round  to  the  side;  not  a 
creature  to  be  seen.  I  venture  upon  the 
landing,  and  make  my  way  along  a  line  of 
freight  cars.  A  kind-faced  man  wanders  out 
from  an  unobserved  doorway— a  gust  of  roar 
follows  him !  I  hasten  to  ask  him  for  work. 

“  Well,  thar’s  jest  plenty  of  work,  I  reckon ! 
Go  in  that  do’;  the  overseer  will  tell  you.” 

Through  the  door,  open  behind  him,  I 
catch  glimpses  of  an  enormous  room.  Cot¬ 
ton  bales  lie  on  the  floor,  stand  along  the 
walls,  and  are  piled  in  the  centre.  Leaning 
on  them,  handling  them,  lying  on  them,  or 
slipping  like  shadows  into  shadow,  are  the 
dusky  shapes  of  the  black 
negro  of  true  Southern  blood. 

I  take  advantage  of  my 
guide’s  kind  face  to  ask  him 
if  he  knows  where  I  can  lodge. 

“Hed  the  measles?  I’d 
take  you-all  to  bo’d  at  my 
house  ef  you  ain’t  ’fraid  of 
measles.  Thar’s  the  hotel.” 
(He  points  to  what  at  the 
North  would  be  known  as  a 
brick  shanty.)  “A  gyrl  can 
bo’d  thar  for  $2.25  a  week. 
You  won’t  make  that  at  first.  ” 
With  extreme  kindness  he 
leads  me  into  the  roaring 
mill,  past  picturesque  black 
men  and  cotton  bales:  we 
reach  the  “  weave  room.  ” 
An  overseer  comes  up  to  me. 
He  talks  with  me  politely  and 
kindly.  He  asks  me  simple 
and  few  questions,  and  en¬ 
gages  me  promptly  for  work 
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“THE  SOUTHERN  MILL  HAND'S  FACE  IS  UNIQUE,  A  FEARFUL  TYPE 


that  "evening/’  as  the  Southerner  calls  the 
hours  after  midday. 

“You  can  see  all  the  work  and  choose  a 
sitting  or  a  standing  job,”  This  was  an  im¬ 
provement  on  Pittsburg  and  Lynn.* 

With  Excelsior  as  my  future  workshop  I 
leave  the  mill  to  seek  lodging  in  the  mill  vil¬ 
lage. 

The  houses,  built  by  the  corporation  for 
the  hands,  are  from  five  to  six  minutes’  walk 
from  the  palace-like  structure  of  the  mill 
proper.  They  are  all  exactly  alike.  Painted 
in  sickly  greens  and  yellows,  they  rise  on 
stilted  elevations  above  the  malarial  soil. 
In  regard  to  the  number  of  rooms  only  has 
the  architect  catered  to  individual  taste. 
There  are  “four-  or  six-room  cottages.”  In 
one  of  the  first  houses  the  single  wholesome 
sight  I  see  during  my  experience  meets  my^ 
eye.  Human  kindness  has  transformed  one* 
of  the  dwellinp  into  a  kindergarten.  A 
pretty  Southern  girl,  a  lady,  stands  sur¬ 
rounded  by  her  little  flock.  The  half-dozen 
emancipate  children  who  are  not  in  the 
mills  are  refreshing  to  see.  There  are  very 
few:  the  kindergarten  flags  for  lack  of  little 
scholars. 

*S<v  KvekybouvV  Mauazinb,  September  and  October, 
IVUi. 


I  accost  the  teacher.  “Can  you  tell  me 
any  decent  place  to  board?”  She  is  sorry, 
regards  me  kindly  with  the  expression  I  have 
grown  to  know — the  look  the  eyes  adopt 
when  a  person  of  one  class  addre^es  her  sis¬ 
ter  in  a  range  lower.  Indicating  a  shanty 
opposite: 

“  Mrs.  Wright  lives  there  in  that  four-room 
cottage;  she  is  a  good  woman.” 

Through  the  door’s  crack  I  interview  Mrs. 
Wright,  a  pallid,  sickly  creature;  gowned,  as 
are  most  of  the  women,  in  a  calico  garment 
made  all  in  one  piece.  She  permits  me  to 
enter  the  room,  which  forms  (as  do  all  the 
front  rooms  in  a  mill  cottage)  bedroom  and 
general  living-room. 

Here  is  confusion  incarnate— and  filthy 
disorder.  The  tumbled,  dirty  bed  fills  up 
one-half  the  room.  In  it  is  a  little  child, 
shaking  with  chills.  On  the  bare  floors  are 
bits  of  food,  old  vegetables,  rags,  dirty  uten¬ 
sils  of  all  sorts.  The  house  has  a  sickening 
odor.  The  woman  tells  me  she  is  too  ill  to 
keep  tidy — too  ill  to  keep  boarders.  “I 
only  been  here  four  months, ’’she  says. 
“Sick  ever  since  I  come,  and  my  little  girl 
has  ‘  fevernaygu.’  ” 

I  wander  forth,  and  a  child  directs  me  to  a 
six-room  cottage:  “a  real  bo’ din’  house.” 
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THE  PERUSAL  OF  WHICH  IS  NOT  PLEASANT  .  .  .  TO  OUR  PROPHETS.” 


I  attack  it  and  discover  the  dwelling 
where  I  make  my  home  in  Excelsior. 

From  the  front  room  of  this  dwelling  a 
kitchen  opens.  Within  its  shadow  I  see  a 
negro  washing  dishes.  A  tall  woman,  taller 
than  most  men,  angular,  white-haired,  her 
face  seared  by  toil  and  stricken  with  age, 
greets  me:  she  is  the  landlady.  At  her 
skirts,  catching  them  and  staring  at  a  strang¬ 
er,  wanders  a  young  child— a  blue-eyed, 
clean  little  being;  the  room  beyond,  too,  is 
clean.  I  draw  a  breath  of  gratitude. 

“Mrs.  White?” 

“Yes,  this  is  White’s  bo’din’  house.” 

“Can  I  find  lodging  here?” 

She  looks  at  me:  “Yes,  ma’am,  you  Kin. 
I’ve  got  a  lot  of  gentlemen  bo’ders,  but  not 
many  ladies.  I  got  one  bed  up  aloft;  you 
can’t  have  it  alone  neither,  and  Jetty’s 
mother  is  sick  up  there  too.  Nuthin’  ketch- 
in’;  she  come  here  a  stranger;  the  mill  was 
too  hard  on  her;  she’s  ben  sick  fo’  days.” 

I  make  a  quick  decision  and  accept  half 
a  bed,  and  leave  her  for  the  present,  to  return 
to  Columbia  and  fetch  back  with  me  my 
bundle  of  clothes. 


go  upstairs  with  my  bundle,  and  see  for  the 
first  time  my  dwelling  place  in  this  shanty. 

A  ladder-like  stair,  leading  directly  from 
the  kitchen,  takes  me  into  the  loft.  In  it 
there  are  three  sagging  beds,  covered  with 
calico  comforters.  Around  the  bare  walls 
hang  the  garments  of  the  women  who  share 
the  room  with  me.  Poor,  miserable  clothes 
—a  shawl  or  two,  a  coat  or  two,  a  cotton 
wrapper,  a  hat;  and  on  one  nail  the  miniature 
clothes  of  Jetty.  I  put  my  bundle  down  and 
descend,  for  Mrs.  White’s  voice  summons  me 
to  the  midday  meal.  The  nomishment  pro¬ 
vided  for  these  thirteen-hour-a-day  laborers 
is  as  follow  :  On  a  tin  saucepan  there  is  a 
little  salt  pork,  and  on  another  dish  a  pile  of 
grease-swimming  spinach.  A  ragged  negro 
hovers  over  the  food;  the  room  is  full  of  the 
smell  of  frying.  I  cannot  eat.  I  say  that 
I  have  had  something  to  eat  in  Columbia, 
and  start  out  to  the  mill. 

I  do  not  see  my  friend  of  the  morning,  the 
overseer,  in  the  “weave  room”,  indeed, 
there  is  no  one  to  direct  me;  but  I  discover, 
after  climbing  the  stairs,  a  room  of  flying 
spools  and  more  subdued  machinery,  and  it 
appears  that  the  spool  room  is  this  man’s 
especial  charge.  He  consigns  me  to  a  stand- 


When  I  return  at  noon  it  is  dinner  time.  I 
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ing  job.  He  points  to  a  set  of  revolving 
spools,  and  secures  a  pretty  young  girl  of 
about  sixteen,  who  comes  cheerfully  forward 
and  consents  to  *‘leam'’  me. 

Spooling  is  not  disagreeable,  and  the  room 
is  the  quietest  part  of  a  mill.  In  Excelsior 
the  room  is,  of  course,  enormous, — light  and 
well  ventilated,  although  the  temperature, 
on  account  of  some  quality  in  the  yarn,  is 
kept  at  a  point  of  humidity  far  from  whole¬ 
some. 

“  Spooling”  is  hard  on  the  left  arm  and  the 
side.  Heart  disease  is  a  frequent  complaint 
amongst,  the  older  spoolers.  The  fact  that 
there  are  more  children  than  young  girls, 
more  young  girls  than  women,  proves  the 
simplicity  of  this  task.  The  cotton  comes 


palm,  she  joins  together  the  two  loosened 
ends — one  from  the  little  distaff  and  one 
from  this  large  spool,  so  that  the  two  objects 
are  set  whirling  in  unison  and  the  spool  re¬ 
ceives  all  the  yarn  from  the  distaff.  Up  and 
down  this  line  the  spooler  must  walk  all  day 
long,  replenishing  the  iron  grooves  with 
fresh  yarn,  reknitting  broken  strands.  This 
is  all  that  there  is  to  “spooling.”  It  only 
demands  alertness,  quickness,  and  a  certain 
amount  of  strength  from  the  left  arm 
common  to  young  women  and  children. 

The  little  girl  who  teaches  me  spooling  is 
fresh  and  cheerful  and  jolly.  She  lives  at 
home.  I  am  told  by  my  subsequent  friends 
that  she  thinks  herself  better  than  any¬ 
body  else.  This  pride  has  caused  her  to 


A  SERVITUDK  BEGINNING  AT  TEN  TEARS  OF  AGE.” 


from  the  spinning  room  to  the  spool  room, 
and  as  the  girl  stands  before  her  "side,"  as 
it  is  called,  she  sees  on  a  raised  ledge,  whirl¬ 
ing  in  rapid  vibration,  some  one  hundred 
huge  spools  full  of  yarn,  whilst  below  her, 
each  in  its  little  case,  lies  a  second  bobbin 
of  yarn  wound  like  a  distaff. 

Her  task  controls  machinery  that  never 
stops  except  in  case  of  accident. 

She  detaches  the  yarn  with  one  finger  of  her 
right  hand  from  the  distaff  that  lies  motion¬ 
less  in  the  little  iron  rut  before  her.  With 
her  left  hand  she  seizes  the  revolving  circle 
of  the  top  of  the  large  spool  in  front  of  her; 
she  holds  this  spool  stej^y,  overcoming  the 
machinery  for  the  moment  not  as  strong  as 
her  grasp;  this  demands  a  certain  effort. 
Still  controlling  the  agitated  spool  with  her 
left  hand,  she  detaches  the  end  of  yarn  from 
the  spool  with  the  same  hand,  and,  by  means 
of  a  patent  knotter  harnessed  around  her 


assume  neat  clothes,  and  a  sprightliness  of 
manner  that  is  refreshing.  She  does  not 
hesitate  to  evince  her  superiority  by  making 
sport  of  me.  Instead  of  giving  me  the  patent 
knotter,  which  would  have  simplified  my  job 
enormously,  she  teaches  me  what  she 
calls  “the  old-fashioned  way,”  knotting 
the  yam  with  the  fingers.  I  have  mastered 
this  slow  process  by  the  time  that  the  over¬ 
seer  discovers  her  trick  and  brings  me  the 
harness  for  my  left  hand.  She  is  full  of 
curiosity  about  me;  she  asks  me  every  sort 
of  question,  to  which  I  give  the  best  answers 
that  I  can.  By  and  by  she  slips  away,  leav¬ 
ing  me  under  the  care  of  a  truly  kind,  sad 
little  creature  in  a  wrapper  dress. 

This  little  Maggie  has  a  heart  of  gold. 

“Don’t  you-all  fret,”  she  consoles. 
“That’s  like  Jeannie:  she’s  so  mean!  When 
you  git  to  be  a  remarkable  fine  spooler  she’ll 
want  you  on  her  side,  you  bet.” 
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THE  “hotel”  where  A  GIRL  CAN  BOARD  FOR  $2.25  A  WEEK. 
“  What  at  the  North  would  be  known  as  a  brick  shanty.” 


She  assists  my  awkwardness  gently,  while 
unquestioned  she  tells  me  her  simple  story. 

“My  paw  he  married  ag’in;  and  me  step¬ 
mother  'peared  like  she  didn’t  care  fer  me; 
so  one  day  I  sez  to  paw,  ‘  I’m  goin’  to  work  in 
the  mills’ — an’  I  lef’  home  all  alone  and  come 
here.”  After  a  little — “When  I  say’d  good- 
by  to  my  father,  ’peared  like  he  didn’t 
care  neither.  I’m  all 
alone  here.  I  bo’ds 
with  that  girl’s 
mother.” 

During  the  after¬ 
noon  the  gay  Jeannie 
returns  and  presents 
to  me  a  tin  box.  It 
is  filled  with  a  black 
powder.  The  little 
creature  fills  her 
mouth  with  it  and 
keeps  it  under  her 
tongue.  It  is  snuff! 

They  all  take  it,  old 
and  young,  the 
smallest  children 
even.  Their  mouths 
are  brown  with  it; 
their  teeth  are  black 
with  it.  The  air  of 
the  room  is  white 
with  cotton.  These  little  particles  are 

breathed  into  the  nose,  drawn  into  the 
lungs.  Lung  disease,  pneumonia  and 
consiunption  are  the  never-absent  scourge 


of  the  mill  village.  The  girls  expectorate 
to  such  an  extent  that  the  floor  is  filthy. 
The  little  girls  practise  spitting  and  are 
adepts  at  it. 

Absorbed  with  the  novelty  of  learning  my 
trade,  the  time  goes  swiftly.  But  interest 
and  excitement  do  not  prevent  fatigue,  and 
from  12:45  to  6:45  is  interminable.  Even 
when  the  whistle 
blows  we  are  not  all 
free — Excelsior  is  be¬ 
hindhand  with  her 
production,  and 
those  whom  extra 
pay  can  beguile 
stay  on. 

At  White’s,  supper 
is  ready,  spread  on 
a  bare  board  running 
the  length  of  the 
room — a  bare  board 
supported  by  saw¬ 
horses.  The  seats 
are  boards  also,  a 
little  lower  in  height. 
They  sag  in  the  mid¬ 
dle  threateningly. 
One  plate  is  piled 
high  with  fish — 
bones,  skin  and  flesh 
in  an  odorous  mass.  Salt  pork  graces 
another  platter,  hominy  another. 

I  slip  into  my  seat  at  the  table  in  the  centre 
of  the  sagging  board  and  find  Mollie  beside 


A  TTPICAL  INTERIOR. 

“  On  the  bare  floors  are  bits  of  food,  old  vegetables,  rags, 
dirty  utensils  of  all  sorts.” 


KVKRVBODV'S  MA<iAZINK 


Mt: 


me,  on  the  other  side  the  girl  from  Excelsior 
with  the  pretty  hair.  The  host,  Mr. 
White,  honors  the  head  of  the  table,  and 
“grandmaw”  waits  upon  us.  Opposite  are 
the  three  men  operatives,  flannel-shirted  and 
dirty.  These  latter  are  silent  for  the  most 
part,  and  bend  over  their  food,  devouring 
the  unpalatable  stuff  before  them.  If  they 
were  not  so  terribly  hungry  they  could  not 
eat  it. 

Mollie,  my  elbow-companion,  is  full  of 
news  and  chatter  and  b^omes  the  leading 
spirit  of  the  meal. 

“I  reckon  you-all  never  did  see  anything 
like  the  fight  to  the  mill  to-day.” 

She  arouses  at  once  the  interest  even  of 
the  dull  men  opposite;  they  pause  in  the 
plying  of  their  knives  and  forks  to  listen. 

“Amanda  Wilcox  tol’  Ida  Jacobs  a  lie 
about  Bill  James;  say’d  he’d  ben  spo’tin’  her 
down  to  the  Park  on  Sunday.  Well,  sir,  the 
whole  spinnin’  room  was  out  to  see  what  they- 
all’d  do  at  noon,  and  they  jest  rushed  for 
each  other  like’s  they  was  crazy ;  they  both  of 
them  spit  right  into  each  other’s  faces,  they 
did  so;  and  arter  that  yer  couldn’t  git  them 
apart.  Ida  Jacobs  grabbed  Amanda  by  the 
ha’r,  and  Amanda  hit  her  plump  in  the  chest 
with  her  fist.  They  was  suttenly  like  to  kill 
each  other  ef  the  men  hadn’t  jest  parted 
them;  it  took  three  men  to  part  ’em.” 


A  HOUE  IN  THE  “HILLS." 


After  supper  the  men  went  out  on  the 
porch  with  their  pipes,  and  we  to  the  sitting- 
room,  where  Mollie,  the  story-teller,  seated 
herself  in  a  comforteble  chair,  her  feet  out¬ 
stretched  before  her.  She  made  a  generous 
lap,  to  which  she  tried  to  beguile  little  Jetty. 
Mrs.  Jones  had  disappeared. 

“You-all  come  here  to  me.  Jetty.” 

Jetty  toddled  across  the  floor  to  the  girl, 
who  lifted  her  tenderly  into  her  ample  lap. 
The  big  awkward  creature,  scarcely  more 
than  a  child  herself,  uncouth,  untutored, 
gained,  on  a  sudden,  dignity  and  a  grace 
maternal. 

In  one  corner  of  the  room  where  we  sit 
stands  a  sewing  machine,  in  another  an  organ. 
They  are  bought  on  the  instalment  plan, 
and  for  an  organ  some  of  the  girls  pay  as 
high  as  $100  in  monthly  payments  of  $4 
at  a  time. 

White  is  a  courteous  host.  His  lodgers 
occupy  the  comfortable  seats,  while  he, 
perched  on  the  edge  of  a  high-backed  chair, 
converses  with  us,  not  lighting  his  pipe  until 
urged,  then  deprecatingly  smoking  in  little 
smothered  puffs.  White  evidently  thinks 
Massachusetts  shoe  hands  a  grade  higher  in 
the  social  scale  than  South  Carolina  mill 
girls,  because,  having  been  witness  to  my 
morning  and  evening  ablutions  on  the  back 
steps,  he  says: 

“  Now,  I  am  goin’  to  dew  the  right  thing 
by  you-all;  I’m  goin’  to  fix  up  a  wash-stand 
in  that  there  loft.”  Again: — 

“You-all  must  have  had  good  food  whar 
you  come  from;  your  skin  shows  it;  ’tain’t 
much  like  hyar  ’bouts;  why.  I’d  know'  a  mill 
hand  anywhere  if  I  met  her  at  the  North 
Pole — salla — pale,  sickly.  ” 

White  continues: — “I  worked  in  the 
mill  fifteen  years;  and  I  ain’t  got  no  use  for 
mill  work.  Now  I  sell  sewing  machines  and 
organs  to  the  mill  hands  all  over  the  country; 
I  make  $60  a  month  and  /  touch  all  my 
money.  It’s  the  way  to  do.  A  man  don’t 
feel  no  dignity  unless  he  handles  his  own 
money,  if  it’s  ten  cents  or  ten  dollars.  ”  He 
then  explains  the  corporation’s  method  of 
paying  its  slaves.  Once  in  two  weeks  is  pay¬ 
day.  A  woman  has  then  worked  one  hun- 
dr^  and  twenty-two  hours.  The  corpora¬ 
tion  furnishes  her  house,  there  is  the  rent  to 
be  paid;  there  are  also  the  corporation  stores 
from  which  she  has  been  getting  her  food 
and  coal  and  whatever  gew-gaws  the  cheap 
stuff  on  sale  has  tempted  her  to  purchase. 
Coupons  are  issued  by  the  mill  owners 
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SHE  MURMURS  IN  HER 
DREAMS. 

indicating  a  maturity,  a 
xeriouaneae  greater  than 
!‘he  haa  yet  ahown. 


which  are  as  good  as  gold.  They  are  good 
at  the  stores,  good  for  rent,  and  the  worker’s 
time  is  served  out  in  pay  for  this  represen¬ 
tative  currency.  This  is,  of  course,  not  ob¬ 
ligatory,  but  many  of  the  operatives  bind 
themselves  to  it. 

White  himself,  mark  you,  is  emanci¬ 
pated!  He  has  set  himself  free;  but  he  is 
.still  a  too  evident,  although  a  very  innocent, 
partisan  of  the  corporation ! 

“I  think,”  he  says,  “that  the  mill  hand 
is  meaner  to  the  corporation  than  the  corpo¬ 
ration  is  to  the  mill  hand.” 

“Why?” 

“  Why  ?  They’re  always  striking  for  shorter 
hours  and  better  pay.  What’s  the  use  of 
these  hyar  mill-hands  tryin’  to  fight  corpora¬ 
tions?  Why,  Excelsior  is  the  biggest  mill 


‘“OH,  MY  god! 
it  U  a  strange  cry — call — appeal. 
It  rings  solemn  to  me  as  I  lie  and 
watch  and  pity." 


under  one  roof  in  the  world;  its  capital  is 
over  a  million;  it  has  24,500  spindles.  The 
men  that  run  these  mills  have  got  all  their 
stuff  paid  for.  They  can  shut  down  and 
not  feel  it.  Why,  these  hyar  people  might 
just  as  well  fight  against  a  stone  wall.” 

The  wages  of  these  people,  remember,  pay 
White  for  the  organs  upon  which  they  can¬ 
not  play  and  the  machines  which  they  cannot 
use.  His  home  is  a  mill  corporation  house; 
he  makes  a  neat  sum  by  lodging  the  hands. 
He  has  fetched  down  from  the  hills  Mollie, 
his  own  niece,  to  work  for  him;  he  perforce 
will  speak  well;  I  do  not  blame  him. 

Rather  early  I  bid  them  all  good-night 
and  climb  the  attic  stairs  to  my  loft. 

Close  to  an  old  trunk  I  sit  down  with  a 
slip  of  paper  on  my  knee  and  try  to  make  a 
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few  notes.  No  sooner  have  I  begun  to  write  pick.  ”  Her  curl-paper  head  wags  in  enthu- 

than  the  big  awkward  form  of  the  landlady’s  siasm. 

niece  slouches  into  sight.  Sheepishly  she  “  Up  to  the  hills,  from  whar  I  cum,  I  uset 
comes  across  the  room  to  me — sits  down  on  ter  hyar  ’em  a-serenadin’  of  some  gyrl,  an’ 
the  nearest  bed.  Mollie’s  costume  is  typi-  I  uset  ter  set  up  in  bed  and  lis’en  tel  it  died 
cal— a  dark  cotton  wrapper  whose  colors  have  out— it  wan’t  for  me,  tho’ !” 
become  indistinct  in  the  stains  of  machinery,  “Didn’t  they  ever  serenade  you?’’ 

oil  and  perspiration.  She  boasts  no  c<^uetry  “  No,  ma’am;  I  don’t  pay  no  ’tention  to 

of  any  kind  round  her  neck  and  waist,  but  spo’tin’. 

her  headdress  is  a  tribute  to  feminine  vanity !  “Say,  I  reckon  you-all  didn’t  never  see 
Compactly  screwed  curl-papers,  dozens  of  my  new  ha-at?’’  It  was  brought,  done  up 
them,  accentuate  the  hard,  unlovely  lines  of  with  care  in  paper.  She  displayed  it,  a  round 
her  face  and  brow.  Her  features  are  coarse,  white  straw  hat,  covered  with  roses.  At 
heavy  and  square,  but  her  eyes  are  clear,  praise  of  it  and  admiration  the  girl  flushes 
frank  and  kind ;  she  has  an  appealing,  friendly  with  pleasure. 

expression.  One  elbow  sinks  in  the  bed,  “My,  you  dew  like  it?  Why,  I  didn’t 

and  she  cradles  her  crimped  head  in  her  think  it  ‘pretty,  much.  Uncle  Bob  done  buy 

large,  dirty  hand.  it  for  me.’’ 

“  My,  ef  I  could  write  as  fast  as  you-all  I’d  Thit  shall  crown  Mollie's  hair  freed  from 
write  some  letters,  I  reckon.’’  the  crimpers  when  the  one  day  of  the  week, 

Without  the  window  through  which  she  Sunday,  comes !  Not  from  Sunday  till  Sun- 
gazes  is  seen  the  pale  night  sky  and  in  the  day  again  are  those  hair-crimpers  unloosed, 
heavens  hangs  the  thread  of  a  moon.  “Ain’t  Here  into  our  discourse,  mounting  the 
it  a  pretty  night?’’  she  asks  me.  Its  beauty  stairs,  comes  the  pale  mother  and  her  little 
cannot  change  this  room  and  the  cryde  child.  This  ghost  of  a  woman,  wedding- 
forms,  but  it  has  awakened  something  akin  ringless,  who  calls  herself  Mrs.  Jones,  can 
to  sentiment  in  the  breast  of  this  young  scarcely  crawl  to  her  bed.  Mollie’s  bed  is 
savage.  close  to  mine.  The  night  toilet  of  this  girl 

“  I  don’t  guess  ever  any  one  gits  tired  of  consists  in  her  divesting  herself  of  her  shoes, 
hearing  tweet  mutie,  does  you-all?’’  stockings  and  her  cotton  wrapper,  then  clad 

“  What  is  the  nicest  music  you  have  ever  in  all  the  other  garments  she  wears  during 
heard,  Mollie?”  the  day,  she  turns  herself  into  bed,  night- 

“  Why,  a  gui-taar  an’  a  mandolin.  It’s  so  gowmless,  unwashed, 
sweet !  I  could  set  for  hours  an’  hyar  ’em  Mrs.  Jones  undresses  her  child,  giving  it 


“SANITATION,  THERE  IS  NONE.” 

“  Refaw  not  too  vile  for  the  public  ejre  U  thrown  into  the  middle  of  the  etrert  in  front  of  the  bouaee.’* 
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very  good  care,  I  must  confess.  It  is  a  tiny 
creature,  small-boned  and  meagre.  Every 
time  I  look  over  at  it  it  smiles  appealingly. 

My  mattress  is  straw  and  billowy,  the  bed 
sheetless,  and  under  the  weight  of  the  cotton 
comforter  I  try  to  compose  myself.  There 
are  five  of  us  in  the 
little  loft.  My  bed¬ 
fellow  is  peaceful  and 
lies  still,  too  tired  to 
do  anything  else. 

Directly  in  front  of 
me,  blatant  and  insis¬ 
tent,  an  electric  light 
shines  through  an 
open  window;  behind 
this  the  Excelsior 
clock  glares  in  upon 
us,  its  giant  hands, 
goingroundand  round, 
seeming  to  threaten 
the  hour  of  dawn, 
frightening  sleep, 
and  mocking  the  short 
hours  which  the  work¬ 
ing  woman  might 
claim  for  repose. 

What  spirit  deeper 
than  her  character  has 
hitherto  displayed 
stirs  in  the  mill  girl  in  the  bed  next  to  me? 
Possibly  the  tragedy  of  her  youth.  At  all 
events,  whatever  burden  is  on  her,  her  cross 
is  too  heavy !  She  murmurs  in  her  dreams, 
in  a  voico  indicating  a  maturity,  a  serious¬ 
ness,  greater  than  any  she  has  yet  shown. 

“Oh,  my  God!” 

It  is  a  strange  cry — call — appeal.  It  rings 
solemn  to  me  as  I  lie  and  watch  and  pity. 

Over  me  the  vermin  have  run  riot.  When 
it  seems  that  flesh  and  blood  must  succumb, 
and  sleep,  through  sheer  pity,  takes  hold  of 
me,  a  stirring  b^ns  in  the  kitchen  below 
which  in  its  proximity  seems  a  part  of  the 
very  room  we  occupy.  The  landlady,  Mrs. 
White,  has  arisen;  she  is  making  the  fire. 
At  a  quarter  to  four  Mrs.  White  begins  her 
frying;  at  four  a  deep  blue  ugly  smoke  has 
ascended  the  stairway  to  us.  This  smoke  is 
thick  with  the  odor  of  bad  grease  and  bad 
meat.  Its  cloud  conceals  the  bed  from  me; 
so  permeating  is  it  that  the  smell  of  fried 
food  cUngs  to  everything  I  wear  and  haunts 
me  all  day.  I  can  hear  the  sputtering  of  the 
saucepan  and  the  fall  and  flap  of  the  pieces 
of  meat  as  they  are  dropped  into  the  pan  to 
fry. 


This  preparation  continues  for  an  hour. 
Long  before  five  the  clock  of  Excelsior  rings 
and  the  cry  of  the  mill  is  heard  waking  whom¬ 
soever  is  lucky  enough  to  be  asleep.  Mrs. 
White  calls  Mollie.  The  girl  murmurs  and 
turns;  she  rises  reluctantly,  yawning,  sighing, 
lifts  her  scarcely 
rested  body,  and  puts 
on  her  stockings  and 
shoes  and  the  dirty 
wrapper.  Her  hair  is 
untouched,  her  face 
unwashed,  but  she  is 
ready  for  the  day ! 

At  half-past  five  we 
have  breakfasted  and 
I  pass  out  of  the  house, 
one  of  the  half-dozen 
who  seek  the  mill  from 
our  doors.  We  fall  in 
with  the  slowly  mov¬ 
ing,  straggling  file  that 
has  a  common  direc¬ 
tion,  receiving  addi¬ 
tions  from  each  tene¬ 
ment  as  we  pass. 
Beside  me  limps  a  boy 
of  fourteen,  in  brown 
earth-colored  clothes. 
He  is  so  thin  that  his 
bones  threaten  to  pierce  his  vestments. 
He  has  a  slender  visage,  of  a  frailness 
that  I  have  learned  to  know  as  repre¬ 
senting  the  pure  American  type  of  people 
known  as  “  poor  white  trash,”  and 
with  whose  blood  has  been  scarcely  any 
admixture  of  foreign  element.  His  atti¬ 
tude  and  gait  express  his  defrauded  exist¬ 
ence.  Cotton  clings  to  his  clothes;  his  shoes, 
nearly  falling  off  his  feet,  are  red  with  clay 
stains.  I  greet  him;  he  is  shy  and  surprised, 
but  returns  the  salutation  and  keeps  step 
with  me.  He  is  “  from  the  hills,  ”  an  orphan, 
perfectly  friendless.  He  boards  with  a  lot 
of  men.  He  works  from  5:45  to  6:45;  he 
has  three-quarters  of  an  hour  at  noon;  he 
has  his  Saturday  afternoons  and  his  Sundays 
free;  he  makes  fifty  cents  a  day;  he  has  no 
education,  no  way  of  getting  an  education; 
he  is  almost  a  man,  crippled  and  condemned. 
At  my  exclamation  when  he  tells  me  the 
sum  of  his  wages  he  looks  up  at  me  and  a 
faint  likeness  to  a  smile  comes  about  his  thin 
lips:  “/f  keeps  me  in  existence,"  he  says  in 
a  slow  drawl.  He  used  just  those  words. 

As  we  come  into  the  spooling  room  from 
the  hot  air  without  the  mill  seems  cold.  I 


I 


\ 


550  KVKRYBODY 

go  over  to  a  green  box  destined  for  the 
refuse  of  the  floors  and  sit  down  waiting  for 
work.  On  this  day  I  am  to  have  my  own 
“  side  ” :  I  am  a  full-fledged  spooler.  Excelsior 
has  gotten  us  all  out  of  our  beds  before  actual 
daylight,  but  that  does  not  mean  that  we 
are  to  have  a  chance  to  begin  our  money¬ 
making  piecework  job  at  once!  “Thar 
ain’t  likely  to  be  no  yarn  for  an  hour  to-day,” 
Maggie  tells  me. 

Across  the  room  at  one  of  the  “drawing- 
in  frames”  I  see  the  figure  of  an  unusually 
pretty  girl  with  curly  dark  hair.  She  bends 
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tell  the  change  as  yellow  unhealthfulnes.s 
creeps  up  her  cheeks  and  the  red  forever  goes. 
She  has  chosen  a  sitting-down  job,  thinking 
it  easier.  I  see  her  lean  back,  put  her  han£ 
about  her  waist  and  rest,  or  tr>’  to,  after 
she  has  bent  four  hours  over  her  close  task. 

I  had  seen  her  apply  for  work,  and  had 
seen,  too,  the  man’s  face  as  he  looked  at 
her  when  she  asked:  “Got  any  work?” 

“We’ve  got  plenty  of  work  for  a  good- 
looking  woman  like  3’ou,”  he  said  with 
significance,  taking  pains  to  place  her  within 
his  sight. 


“  FROM  .SAND-HF.AP  TO  SAND-HEAP  TO  FJ^CAPETHE  SLOW  OR  QUICK  DEATH.” 

to  her  job  in  front  of  the  frame  which  she  The  yarn  comes  in.  Maggie  flies  to  her 
runs;  it  has  the  effect  of  tapestry,  of  that  spools  and  leaves  me  to  seek  a  distant  place 

work  with  which  women  of  another  class  far  away  from  her. 
amuse  their  leisure.  “Dra>\ing-in,”  although  Many  of  the  older  hands  come  without 
a  sitting  job,  is  considered  to  be  a  back-  breakfast,  and  a  little  later  tin  pails  or  paper 
breaker.  The  girls  are  ambitious  at  this  parcels  appear.  These  operatives  crouch 
work,  for  they  make  good  wages.*  They  sit  down  in  a  Turkish  fashion  at  the  machines’ 
close  to  their  frames,  bent  over,  for  twelve  sides  and  take  a  hasty  mouthful  of  their 
hours  out  of  the  day.  This  girl  whom  I  see  unwholesome,  unpleasant-looking  food,  eat- 
across  the  floors  of  Excelsior  is  a  beauty,  ing  with  their  fingers,  more  like  animals  than 
She  is  a  new  hand  from  a  distance.  This  is  human  beings.  By  eight  the  full  steam 
her  first  day.  She  has  color.  Excelsior  viill  power  is  on,  to  judge  by  the  swift  turning, 
not  leave  those  roses  unwithered;  I  can  fore-  the  strong  resistance  of  the  spools. 

*  A  good  drawer-in  makes  $1.25  a  day.  In  speaking  of  the  settlements  it  borders 
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on  the  humorous  to  use  the  word  sanitation, 
for  there  is  none.  Refuse  not  too  vile  for 
the  public  eye  is  thrown  into  the  middle  of 
the  streets  in  front  of  the  houses.  The 
general  drainage  is  performed  by  emptying 
pans  and  basins  and  receptacles  into  the 
back  yards,  so  that  as  one  stands  at  the  back 
steps  of  one’s  door  one  breathes  the  filth  of 
half  a  dozen  shanties.  To  walk  through 
Granton  (which  the  prospectus  tells  us  is 
well  drained!)  is  to  evoke  muae&;  to  inhabit 
Granton  is  an  ordeal  which  even  habit  can¬ 
not  rob  of  its  severity. 

The  settlers,  habitants  of  dwellings  built 
by  finance  for  the  purpose  of  rent  solely,  are 
celebrated  for  their  immorals— a  rough, 
lying,  bad  lot;  nevertheless,  in  some  re¬ 
spects  they  are  simple,  direct  and  innocent, 
and  display  the  qualities  we  have  always 
been  taught  are  enviable:  a  lack  of  curiosity, 
for  the  most  part,  in  the  affairs  of  others,  a 
warm  Southern  courtesy— and  human 
kindness.  I  found  them  degraded  because 
of  their  habits,  and  not  of  their  tendencies; 
whatever*  may  be  their  natural  instincts, 
born,  nurtured  in  this  environment,  they 
have  no  choice  but  to  fall  into  the  usages 
of  poverty  and  degradation. 

A  job  at  Granton  was  no  more  difficult  to 
secure  than  was  spooling  at  the  other  mill. 

I  applied  one  Saturday  noon,  when  the  mill 
was  silent  and  the  operatives  within  their 
doors  asleep,  leaving  the  village  as  deserted 
as  it  is  on  a  workday. 

By  this  time  I  was  most  thoroughly  a  mill 
girl— in  appearance,  at  least;  my  clothes  were 
white  with  cotton,  my  hair  far  from  tidy, 
fatigue  and  listlessness  unassumed  in  my 
attitude.  I  told  the  overseer  I  had  been  a 
“spooler”  and  did  not  like  it:  wanted  to  spin. 
He  listened  silently,  regarding  me  with 
interest.  “Don’t  learn  spinning,”  he  said 
decidedly.  “I  am  head  of  the  ‘speeding’ 
room — I’ll  give  you  a  job  in  my  room  on 
Monday  morning.” 

The  speeding  room  is  second  only  in  noise 
to  the  weave  room.  Conversation  must  be 
entrancing  and  vital  to  be  pursued  here. 
The  speeder  has  under  her  care  as  many 
machines  as  her  skill  can  control. 

My  teacher,  Minnie,  ran  four  sides,  seventy- 
six  speeders  on  a  side;  her  work  was  regulated 
by  a  crank  that  marked  the  vibrations.  To 
the  lay  mind  the  terms  of  the  speeding  room 
can  mean  nothing.  This  girl  made  from 
$1.30  to  $1.50  a  day,  controlling  in  all 
.seven  hundred  and  four  speeders.  These 


she  had  to  replenish  and  keep  running, 
cleaning  all  the  machinery  gear  with  her 
own  hands,  oil  the  steel,  even  bend  and 
clean  under  the  lower  shelf,  and  come  into 
contact  with  the  most  dangerous  parts  of 
the  mechanism.  The  speeder  watches  her 
ropers  run  out;  these  stand  at  the  top  and 
back  of  the  line.  The  ropers  are  refilled 
and  their  ends  attached  to  the  flying  speeders 
by  a  quick  motion.  The  yarn  from  the 
ropers  is  wound  off  to  the  speeders. 
When  the  speeders  are  full  of  yarn  they  are 
detached  from  the  nest  of  steel  in  which  they 
whirl  and  are  thrown  into  a  handcar  which 
is  pushed  about  the  room  by  the  girls  them¬ 
selves.  Bessie  had  been  at  her  work  for  ten 
years,  entering  the  factory  at  eight.  •  She 
was  tall,  raw-boned,  an  expert,  deft  and 
capable,  and,  as  far  as  I  could  judge  in  our 
acquaintance,  thoroughly  respectable.  She 
had  a  sweet,  gentle  face,  and  was  courtesy 
and  kindness  itself. 

“What  do  you  think  about  all  day?”  I 
asked  her. 

“Why,  I  think  about  books,  I  reckon. 
There  ain’t  nuthin’  I  like  so  good  as  readin’, 
when  I  ain’t  tyrd.  ” 

“Are  you  often  tired?”  .\nd  this  ques¬ 
tion  surprises  her.  She  looks  up  at  me  and 
smiles:  “Why,  I’m  most  always  tyrd.  I 
read  novels  for  the  most  part;  like  to  read 
love  stories  and  about  fo’ran  travel.” 

Think  of  it !  If  she  does  not  succumb  to 
the  overseer,  she  may  find  some  mill  hand 
who  will  contract  a  mill  marriage  with 
her,  a  marriage  little  binding  to  him  and 
which  will  give  her  children  to  give  in  time 
to  the  mill.  This  is  the  realism  of  her 
story.  But  she  reads  books  that  you,  too, 
may  have  read;  she  dares  to  dream  of 
scenes,  to  picture  them — scenes  that  you 
have  sought  and  wearied  of. 

She  continues:  “I’m  very  fond  of  fo’ran 
travel,  only  I  ain’t  never  had  much  occasion 
for  it.” 

“I  hate  the  mills,”  she  goes  on  simply. 

“  What  would  you  be  if  you  could  choose?  ” 
I  venture  to  ask.  She  has  no  hesitation  in 
answering: 

“I’d  love  to  be  a  trained  nurse.”  Then 
(turn  about  is  fair  play  in  her  mind,  I 
suppose)  she  asks: 

“What  would  you-all  be?” 

And  ashamed  not  to  well  repay  her  truth¬ 
fulness  I  frankly  respond,  “  I’d  like  to  WTite 
a  book.” 

“I  dcf-clare. ”  She  .stares  at  me.  “Why, 
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you-all  it  ambitious.  Did  you  ever  write 
anything?” 

“A  letter  or  two.” 

She  is  interested  and  kindles,  leaning  for¬ 
ward.  “I  suttenly  ain’t  so  high  in  my  am¬ 
bitions,”  she  says  appreciatively.  “Wish 
you’d  write  a  love  story  for  me  to  read,” 
and  she  ponders  over  the  idea,  her  eyes  on 
her  snowy,  flying  speeders. 

“Look  a  hyar,  got  any  of  your  scrappin’s 
on  writin’  hyar?  Ef  yer  don’t  mind  any¬ 
body’s  messin’  with  your  things,  bring  your 
scrappin’s  to  me  an’  I’ll  soon  tell  you  ef  you 
can  write  a  book  er  not,”  she  whispers  to 
me  encouragingly,  confidentially,  a  whisper 
reaching  farther  in  the  mills  than  a  loud 
sound. 

I  thank  her  and  say,  “  Do  you  think  that 
you  would  know?” 

“Well,  I  guess  I  would,”  she  says  con¬ 
fidently.  “  I  ain’t  read  all  my  life  sence  I 
was  eight  years  old  not  to  know  good  writin’ 
from  bad.  Can  you-all  sing?” 

“No.” 

“  Play  sweet  music?” 

“No.” 

“I  jest  love  it,”  she  enthuses.  “Every 
Saturday  afternoon  I  take  lessons  of  a 
teacher  on  the  gee-tar.  It  costs  me  a 
quarter.  ” 

“There  ain’t  much  flowers  here  in  Gran- 
ton,”  she  says  again.  “’Taint  no  use  to  try 
to  have  even  a  few  ’raneums;  it’s  so  dry; 
ain’t  no  yards  nor  gardens  nuther.” 

Musing  on  this  desolation  as  she  walks  up 
and  down  the  line,  she  says:  “I  dew  love 
flowers,  don’t  you?” 

Over  and  over  again  I  am  asked,  by  those 
whose  wish  is,  I  suppose,  to  prove  to  them¬ 
selves  and  their  consciences  that  the  working 
girl  is  not  so  actually  \\Tetched,  that  her  out¬ 
cry  is  not  so  audible:  “The  working 
people  are  happy?  the  factory  girls  are 
happy,  are  they  not?  don’t  you  find  them 
so?” 

Is  it  a  satisfaction  to  the  leisure  class,  to 
the  capitalist  and  employer,  to  feel  that  a 
woman,  poorly  housed,  ill-fed,  in  imminent 
moral  danger,  every  temptation  rampant, 
every  barrier  do\\'n,  over-worked,  over¬ 
strained  by  labor  varying  from  ten  to  thir¬ 
teen  hours  a  day,  by  all-night  labor  and 
distraction  of  body  and  soul,  is  happy  1 

Do  you  msh  her  to  be  so  ?  Is  the  existence 
ideal! 

I  thank  heaven  that  I  ean  say  truthfully 


that  of  all  who  came  under  my  observation 
not  one  who  was  of  age  to  reflect  was  happy. 
I  repeat,  she  is  brave  and  courageous,  but 
the  most  sane  and  hopeful  indication  for  the 
future  of  the  factory  girl  and  the  mill  hand 
is  that  she  rebels— dreams  of  something 
better,  and  will  in  the  fulness  of  time 
stretch  out  toward  it. 

Moving,  ambulant  population!  tramping 
from  hill  to  hill,  from  sand-heap  to  sand- 
heap  to  escape  the  slow  or  quick  death,  to 
prolong  the  toiling,  bitter  existence.  It 
takes  a  great  deal  to  wake  in  these 
inexpressive,  indifferent  faces  illumination 
of  interest. 

At  what  should  they  rejoice?  They  have 
no  time  to  think,  even  if  they  know  how. 
All  that  remains  for  them  in  the  few  miser¬ 
able  hours  of  relief  from  labor  and  confine¬ 
ment  and  noise  is  to  seek  what  pastime  they 
may  find  under  their  hand.  We  have  never 
realized,  they  have  never  known,  that  their 
great  craving  and  their  great  need— given 
the  work  that  is  wrung  from  them  and  the 
degradation  in  which  they  are  forced  to  live 
— is  a  craving  for  amusement  and  relaxation. 
Amusements  for  this  class  are  not  provided: 
they  can  laugh ;  they  rarely  do.  'The  thing 
that  they  seek  is  distraction.  They  rarely 
want  to  read;  they  do  not  want  to  study;  they 
are  too  tired  to  concentrate.  I  heard  a  manu¬ 
facturer  say:  “We  gave  our  mill  hands 
everything  that  we  could  to  elevate  them— a 
natatorium,  a  reading  library,  and  these  halls 
fell  into  disuse.”  I  ask  him  now,  through 
these  pages,  the  questions  which  I  did  not 
put  to  him  then  as  I  listened  in  silence  to  his 
complaint.  What  time  would  he  suggest 
they  should  spend  in  the  reading-room, 
even  if  they  have  learned  to  read?  They 
rise  at  four;  at  a  quarter  before  six  they  are 
at  work.  The  day  in  winter  is  not  born 
when  they  start  their  tasks;  the  night  has 
fallen  long  before  they  cease;  in  summer 
they  are  working  into  their  evenings.  They 
tell  me  that  they  are  too  tired  to  eat;  that  all 
they  want  to  do  is  to  turn  their  aching  bones 
upon  their  miserable  mattresses  and  sleep 
until  they  are  cried  and  shrieked  awake  by 
the  mill  summons.  Therefore  they  solve 
their  own  questions.  Nothing  is  provided 
for  them  that  they  can  use,  and  they  turn 
to  the  one  thing  that  is  within  their  reach 
— animal  enjoyment,  human  intercourse  and 
companionship.  They  are  animals,  as  are 
their  betters,  and  with  it,  let  us  believe,  more 
excuse. 
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her  death,  and  there  were  those  who  testified 
to  an  expression  of  fear  so  exalted  that  it 
showed  forth  the  state  of  the  departing  soul 
upon  the  dead  face.  The  old  woman  had 
been  hale  and  hearty  when  she  entered  the 
house,  and  in  seven  days  she  was  dead;  it 
seemed  that  she  had  fallen  a  victim  to  some 
uncanny  power.  The  minister  talked  in 
the  pulpit  with  covert  severity  against  the 
sin  of  superstition,  still  the  belief  prevailed. 
Not  a  soul  in  the  village  but  would  have 
chosen  the  almshouse  rather  than  that 


dwelling.  No  vagrant,  if  he  had  heard  the 
LOSE  to  the  village  street  stood  tale,  would  seek  shelter  beneath  that  old 
the  one-story  house  in  which  roof,  unhallowed  by  nearly  half  a  century 
Luella  Miller,  who  had  an  evil  of  superstitious  fear, 
name  in  the  village,  dwelt.  She  There  was  only  one  person  in  the  village 
had  been  dead  for  years,  yet  who  had  actually  known  Luella  Miller, 
there  were  those  in  the  village  That  person  was  a  woman  well  over  eighty, 
who,  in  spite  of  the  clearer  light  but  a  marvel  of  vitality  and  unextinct  youth, 
which  comes  on  a  vantage-  Straight  as  an  arrow,  with  the  spring  of  one 
point  from  a  long-past  danger,  recently  let  loose  from  the  bow  of  life,  she 
half  believed  in  the  tale  which  moved  about  the  streets,  and  she  always 
they  had  heard  from  their  child-  went  to  church,  rain  or  shine.  She  had 
hood.  In  their  hearts,  although  never  married,  and  had  lived  alone  for  years 
they  would  scarcely  have  owned  in  a  house  across  the  road  fromLuellaMiller’s. 
it,  was  a  survival  of  the  wild  horror  and  This  woman  had  none  of  the  garrulousness 
frenzied  fear  of  their  ancestors  who  had  of  age,  but  never  in  all  her  life  had  she  ever 
dwelt  in  the  same  age  with  Luella  Miller,  held  her  tongue  for  any  will  save  her  own. 
Young  people  even  would  stare  with  a  shud-  and  she  never  spared  the  truth  when  she 
der  at  the  old  house  as  they  passed,  and  essayed  to  present  it.  She  it  was  who  bore 
children  never  played  around  it  as  was  their  testimony  to  the  life,  evil,  though  possibly 
wont  around  an  untenanted  building.  Not  wittingly  or  designedly  so,  of  Luella  Miller, 
a  window  in  the  old  Miller  house  was  broken ;  and  to  her  personal  appearance.  When  this 
the  panes  reflected  the  morning  sunlight  in  old  woman  spoke,  and  she  had  the  gift  of 
patches  of  emerald  and  blue,  and  the  latch  description,  although  her  thoughts  w’ere 
of  the  sagging  front  door  was  never  lifted,  clothed  in  the  rude  vernacular  of  her  native 
although  no  bolt  secured  it.  Since  Luella  village,  one  could  seem  to  see  Luella  Miller 
had  been  carried  out  of  it,  the  house  had  as  she  had  really  looked.  According  to  this 
had  no  tenant  except  one  friendless  old  soul  woman,  Lydia  Anderson  by  name,  Luella 
who  had  no  choice  between  that  and  the  Miller  had  been  a  beauty  of  a  type  rather 
far-off  shelter  of  the  open  sky.  This  old  unusual  in  New  England.  She  had  been  a 
woman,  who  had  survived  her  kindred  and  slight,  pliant  sort  of  creature,  as  ready  with 
friends,  lived  in  the  house  one  week,  then  a  strong  yielding  to  fate,  and  as  unbreakable 
one  morning  no  smoke  came  out  of  the  as  a  willow.  She  had  glimmering  lengths 
chimney,  and  a  body  of  neighbors,  a  score  of  straight,  fair  hair,  which  she  wore  softly 
strong,entered  and  found  her  dead  in  her  bed.  looped  round  a  long,  lovely  face.  She 
There  were  dark  whispers  as  to  the  cause  of  had  blue  eyes  full  of  soft  pleading,  little 
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slender,  clinging  hands,  and  a  wonderful 
grace  of  motion  and  attitude.  ‘  ‘Luella 
Miller  used  to  sit  in  a  way  nobody  else  could 
if  they  sat  up  and  studied  a  week  of  Sun¬ 
days,”  said  Lydia  Anderson,  “and  it  was  a 
sight  to  see  her  walk.  If  one  of  them  willows 
over  there  on  the  edge  of  the  brook  could 
start  up  and  get  its  roots  free  of  the  ground, 
and  move  off,  it  would  go  just  the  way 
Luella  Miller  used  to.  She  had  a  green  shot 
silk  she  used  to  wear,  too,  and  a  hat  with 
green  ribbon  streamers,  and  a  lace  veil  blow¬ 
ing  across  her  face  and  out  sideways,  and  a 
green  ribbon  flyin’  from  her  waist.  That 
was  what  she  came  out  bride  in  when  she 
married  Erastus  Miller.  Her  name  before 
she  was  married  was  Hill.  There  was 
always  a  sight  of  “I’s”  in  her  name,  married 
or  single.  Erastus  Miller  was  good  lookin’, 
too,  better  lookin’  than  Luella.  Sometimes 
I  used  to  think  that  Luella  wasn’t  so  hand¬ 
some  after  all.  Erastus  just  about  wor¬ 
shipped  her.  I  used  to  know  him  pretty 
well.  He  lived  next  door  to  me,  and  we 
went  to  school  together.  Folks  used  to  say 
he  was  waitin’  on  me,  but  he  wasn’t.  L 
never  thought  he  w'as  except  once  or  twice 
when  he  said  things  that  some  girls  might 
have  suspected  meant  something.  That  was 
before  Luella  came  here  to  teach  the  dis¬ 
trict  school.  It  was  funny  how  she  came  to 
get  it,for  folks  said  she  hadn’t  any  education, 
and  that  one  of  the  big  girls,  Lottie  Hender¬ 
son,  used  to  do  all  the  teachin’  for  her,  while 
she  sat  back  and  did  embroidery  work  on  a 
cambric  pocket-handkerchief.  Lottie  Hen¬ 
derson  was  a  real  smart  girl,  a  splendid 
scholar,  and  she  just  set  her  eyes  by  Luella, 
as  all  the  girls  did.  Lottie  would  have  made 
a  real  smart  woman,  but  she  died  when 
Luella  had  been  here  about  a  year,  just  faded 
away  and  died;  nobody  knew  what  ailed 
her.  She  dragged  herself  to  that  school- 
house  and  helped  Luella  teach  till  the  very 
last  minute.  The  committee  all  knew  how 
Luella  didn’t  do  much  of  the  work  herself, 
but  they  winked  at  it.  It  wasn’t  long  after 
Lottie  died  that  Erastus  married  her.  I 
always  thought  he  hurried  it  up  because  she 
wasn’t  fit  to  teach.  One  of  the  big  boys 
used  to  help  her  after  Lottie  died,  but  he 
hadn’t  much  government,  and  the  school 
didn’t  do  very  well,  and  Luella  might  have 
had  to  give  it  up,  for  the  committee  couldn’t 
have  shut  their  eyes  to  things  much  longer. 
The  boy  that  helped  her  was  a  real  honest, 
innocent  sort  of  fellow,  and  he  was  a  good 


scholar,  too.  Folks  said  he  overstudied, 
and  that  was  the  reason  he  was  took  crazy 
the  year  after  Luella  married,  but  I  don’t 
know.  And  I  don’t  know  what  made  Eras¬ 
tus  Miller  go  into  consumption  of  the  blood 
the  year  after  he  was  married :  consumption 
wasn’t  in  his  family.  He  just  grew  weaker 
and  w'eaker,  and  w'ent  almost  bent  double 
when  he  tried  to  wait  on  Luella,  and  he  spoke 
feeble,  like  an  old  man.  He  worked  terrible 
hard  till  the  last  trying  to  save  up  a  little  to 
leave  Luella.  I’ve  seen  him  out  in  the 
worst  storms  on  a  wood-sled.  He  used  to 
cut  and  sell  wood,  and  he  was  hunched  up 
on  top  lookin’  more  dead  than  alive.  Once 
I  couldn’t  stand  it;  I  went  over  and  helped 
him  pitch  some  wood  on  the  cart — I  wa.s 
always  strong  in  my  arms.  I  wouldn’t  stop 
for  all  he  told  me  to,  and  I  guess  he  was  glad 
enough  for  the  help.  That  was  only  a  week 
before  he  died.  He  fell  on  the  kitchen  floor 
while  he  was  gettin’  breakfast.  He  always 
got  the  breakfast  and  let  Luella  lay  a-bed. 
He  did  all  the  sweepin’  and  the  washin’  and 
the  ironin’  and  most  of  the  cookin’.  He 
couldn’t  bear  to  have  Luella  lift  her  finger, 
and  she  let  him  do  for  her.  She  lived  like  a 
queen  for  all  the  work  she  did.  She  didn’t 
even  do  her  sewing.  She  said  it  made  her 
shoulder  ache  to  sew,  and  poor  Erastus’s 
sister  Lily  used  to  do  all  her  sewin’.  She 
wasn’t  able  to,  either;  she  was  never  strong 
in  her  back,  but  she  did  it  beautifully.  She 
had  to,  to  suit  Luella,  she  was  so  dreadful 
particular.  I  never  saw  anything  like  the 
fagottin’  and  hemstitchin’  that  Lily  Miller 
did  for  Luella.  She  made  all  Luella’s 
weddin’  outfit,  and  that  green  silk  dress, 
after  Maria  Babbit  cut  it.  Maria  she  cut  it 
for  nothin’,  and  she  did  a  lot  more  cuttin’ 
and  fittin’  for  nothin’  for  Luella,  too.  Lily 
Miller  went  to  live  with  Luella  after  Erastus 
died.  She  gave  up  her  home,  though  she 
was  real  attached  to  it  and  wan’t  a  mite 
afraid  to  stay  alone.  She  rented  it  and  she 
went  to  live  with  Luella  right  away  after  the 
funeral.” 

Then  this  old  woman,  Lydia  .\nderson, 
who  remembered  Luella  Miller,  would  go  on 
to  relate  the  story  of  Lily  Miller.  It  seemed 
that  on  the  removal  of  Lily  Miller  to  the 
house  of  her  dead  brother,  to  live  with  his 
widow,  the  village  people  first  began  to  talk. 
This  Lily  Miller  had  been  hardly  past  her 
first  youth,  and  a  most  robust  and  blooming 
woman,  rosy  cheeked,  with  curls  of  strong, 
black  hair  overshadowing  round,  candid 
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temples,  and  bright  dark  eyes.  It  was  not 
six  months  after  she  had  taken  up  her  resi¬ 
dence  with  her  sister-in-law  that  her  rosy 
color  faded  and  her  pretty  curves  became 
wan  hollows.  White  shadows  began  to  show 
in  the  black  rings  of  her  hair,  and  the  light 
died  out  of  her  eyes,  her  features  sharpened, 
and  there  were  pathetic  lines  at  her  mouth, 
which  yet  wore  always  an  expression  of  utter 
sweetness  and  even  happiness.  She  was 
devoted  to  her  sister;  there  was  no  doubt 
that  she  loved  her  with  her  whole  heart,  and 
was  perfectly  content  in  her  service.  For 
it  was  her  sole  anxiety  lest  she  should  die 
and  leave  her  alone. 

“  The  way  Lily  Miller  used  to  talk  about 
Luella  was  enough  to  make  you  mad,  and 
enough  to  make  you  cry,”  said  Lydia 
Anderson.  “I’ve  been  in  there  sometimes 
toward  the  last  when  she  w'as  too  feeble  to 
cook  and  carried  her  some  blanc-mange,  or 
custard — somethin’  I  thought  she  might 
relish,  and  she’d  thank  me,  and  when  I  asked 
her  how  she  was,  say  she  felt  better  than 
she  did  yesterday,  and  ask  me  if  I  didn’t 
think  she  looked  better,  dreadful  pitiful, 
and  say  poor  Luella  had  an  awful  time  takin’ 
care  of  her,  and  doin’  the  work— she  wan’t 
strong  enough  to  do  anything — when  all  the 
time  Luella  wan’t  liftin’  her  finger,  and  poor 
Lily  didn’t  get  any  care  except  what  the 
neighbors  gave  her,  and  Luella  eat  up  every¬ 
thin’  that  was  carried  in  to  Lily.  I  had  it 
real  straight  that  she  did.  Luella  used  to 
just  sit  and  cry,' and  do  nothin’.  She  did 
act  real  fond  of  Lily,  and  she  pined  away 
considerable,  too.  There  was  those  that 
thought  she’d  go  into  a  decline  herself.  But 
after  Lily  died,  her  Aunt  Abby  Mixter  came, 
and  then  Luella  picked  up  and  grew  as  fat 
and  rosy  as  ever.  But  poor  Aunt  Abby 
begun  to  droop  just  the  way  Lily  had,  and  I 
guess  somebody  wrote  to  her  married  daugh¬ 
ter,  Mrs.  Sam  Abbot,  who  lived  in  Barre,  for 
she  wrote  her  mother  that  she  must  leave 
right  away  and  come  and  make  her  a 
visit,  but  Aunt  Abby  wouldn’t  go.  I  can 
see  her  now.  She  was  a  real  good  lookin’ 
woman,  tali  and  large,  with  a  big,  square 
face  and  a  high  forehead  that  looked  of  itself 
kind  of  benevolent  and  good.  She  just 
tended  out  on  Luella  as  if  she  had  been  a 
baby,  and  when  her  married  daughter  sent 
for  her  she  wouldn’t  stir  one  inch.  She’d 
always  thought  a  lot  of  her  daughter,  too, 
but  she  said  Luella  needed  her  and  her 
daughter  didn’t.  Her  daughter  kept  writin’ 


and  writin’,  but  it  didn’t  do  any  good. 
Finally  she  came,  and  when  she  saw  how  bad 
her  mother  looked,  she  broke  down  and 
cried  and  all  but  went  on  her  knees  to  have 
her  come  away.  She  spoke  her  mind  out  to 
Luella,  too.  She  told  her  that  she’d  killed 
her  husband  and  everybody  that  had  any¬ 
thin’  to  do  with  her,  and  she’d  thank  her  to 
leave  her  mother  alone.  Luella  went  into 
hysterics,  and  Aunt  Abby  was  so  frightened 
that  she  called  me  after  her  daughter  went. 
Mrs.  Sam  Abbot  she  went  away  fairly  cryin’ 
out  loud  in  the  buggy.  The  neighWs 
heard  her,  and  well  she  might,  for  she  never 
saw  her  mother  again  alive.  I  went  in  that 
night  when  Aunt  Abby  called  for  me,standin’ 
in  the  door  with  her  little  green  checked 
shawl  over  her  head.  I  can  see  her  now. 
‘Do  come  over  here.  Miss  Anderson,’  she 
sung  out,  kind  of  gasping  for  breath.  I 
didn’t  stop  for  anything.  I  put  over  as  fast 
as  I  could,  and  when  I  got  there,  there  was 
Luella  laughin’  and  cryin’  all  together,  and 
Aunt  Abby  trying  to  hush  her,  and  all  the 
time  she  herself  was  white  as  a  sheet  and 
shakin’  so  she  could  hardly  stand.  ‘For  the 
land  sakes,  Mrs.  Mixter,’  says  I,  ‘you  look 
worse  than  she  does.  You  ain’t  fit  to  be  up 
out  of  your  bed.’ 

“‘Oh,  there  ain’t  anythin’  the  matter 
with  me,’  says  she.  Then  she  went  on  talk¬ 
in’  to  Luella.  ‘There,  there,  don’t,  don’t, 
poor  little  lamb,’  says  she.  ‘Aunt  Abby  is 
here.  She  ain’t  goin’  away  and  leave  you. 
Don’t,  poor  little  lamb.’ 

“‘Do  leave  her  with  me,  Mrs.  Mixter,  and 
you  get  back  to  bed,’  says  I,  for  Aunt  Abby 
had  been  layin’  down  considerable  lately, 
though  somehow  she  contrived  to  do  the 
work. 

‘“I’m  well  enough,’  says  she.  ‘Don’t 
you  think  she  had  better  have  the  doctor, 
.Miss  Anderson?’ 

“‘The  doctor,’  says  I,  ‘I  think  you  had 
better  have  the  doctor.  I  think  you  need 
him  much  more  than  some  folks  I  could 
mention.’  And  I  looked  right  straight  at 
Luella  Miller  laughin’  and  cryin’  and  goin’ 
on  as  if  she  was  the  centre  of  all  creation. 
All  the  time  she  was  actin’  so— seemed  as  if 
she  was  too  sick  to  sense  anythin’ — she  was 
keepin’  a  sharp  lookout  as  to  how  we  took 
it  out  of  the  corner  of  one  eye.  I  see  her. 
You  could  never  cheat  me  about  Luella 
Miller.  Finally  I  got  real  mad  and  I  run  home 
and  I  got  a  bottle  of  valerian  I  had,  and 
I  poured  some  boilin’  hot  water  on  a  hand- 
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ful  of  catnip,  and  I  mixed  up  that  catnip  tea 
with  most  half  a  wineglass  of  valerian,  and 
I  went  with  it  over  to  Luella’s.  I  marched 
right  up  to  Luella,  a-holdin’  out  of  that  cup, 
all  smokin’.  'Now/  says  I,  ‘Luella  Miller, 
‘you  twaUer  this!' 

‘  ‘  ‘What  is — w'hat  is  it,  oh,  what  is  it?’  she 
sort  of  screeches  out.  Then  she  goes  off 
a-laughin’  enough  to  kill. 

“‘Poor  lamb,  poor  little  lamb,’  says  Aunt 
Abby,  standin’  over  her,  all  kind  of  tottery, 
and  tryin’  to  bathe  her  head  with  camphor. 

"‘You  stDoller  this  Tight  down,'  says  I. 
And  I  didn’t  waste  any  ceremony.  I  just 
took  hold  of  Luella  Miller’s  chin  and  I  tipped 
her  head  back,  and  I  caught  her  mouth 
open  with  laughin’,  and  I  clapped  that  cup 
to  her  lips,  and  I  fairly  hollered  at  her: 
‘Swaller,  swaller,  swaller!’  and  she  gulp^ 
it  right  down.  She  had  to,  and  I  guess  it 
did  her  good.  Anyhow,  she  stopped  cryin’ 
and  laughin’  and  let  me  put  her  to  bed,  and 
she  went  to  sleep  like  a  baby  inside  of  half  an 
hour.  That  was  more  than  poor  Aunt  Abby 
did.  She  lay  awake  all  that  night  and  I 
stayed  with  her,  though  she  tried  not  to  have 
me;  said  she  wasn’t  sick  enough  for  watchers: 
But  I  stayed,  and  I  made  some  good  corn- 
meal  gruel  and  I  fed  her  a  teaspoon  every 
little  while  all  night  long.  It  seemed  to  me 
as  if  she  was  jest  dyin’  from  bein’  all  wore 
out.  In  the  mornin’  as  soon  as  it  was  light 
I  run  over  to  the  Bisbees  and  sent  Johnny 
Bisbee  for  the  doctor.  I  told  him  to  tell  the 
doctor  to  hurry,  and  he  come  pretty  quick. 
Poor  Aunt  Abby  didn’t  seem  to  know  much 
of  anything  when  he  got  there.  You 
couldn’t  hardly  tell  she  breathed,  she  was  so 
used  up.  When  the  doctor  had  gone,  Luella 
came  into  the  room  lookin’  like  a  baby  in 
her  ruffled  nightgown.  I  can  see  her  now. 
Her  eyes  were  as  blue  and  her  face  all  pink 
and  white  like  a  blossom,  and  she  looked 
at  Aunt  Abby  in  the  bed  sort  of  innocent 
and  surprised.  ‘Why,’  says  she,  ‘Aunt 
.4bby  ain’t  got  up  yet?’ 

“‘No,  she  ain’t,’  says  I,  pretty  short. 

“‘I  thought  I  didn’t  smell  the  coffee,’ 
says  Luella. 

“‘Coffee,’  says  I.  ‘I  guess  if  you  have 
coffee  this  mornin’  you’ll  make  it  yourself.  ’ 

“‘I  never  made  the  coffee  in  all  my  life,’ 
says  she,  dreadful  astonished.  ‘Erastus 
always  made  the  coffee  as  long  as  he  lived, 
and  then  Lily  she  made  it,  and  then  Aunt 
Abby  made  it.  I  don’t  believe  I  can  make 
the  coffee.  Miss  Anderson.  ’ 


“‘You  can  make  it  or  go  without,  jest 
as  you  please,’  says  I. 

“‘Ain’t  Aunt  Abby  goin’  to  get  up?’  says 
she. 

“‘I  guess  she  won’t  get  up,’  says  I,  ‘sick 
as  she  is.’  I  was  gettin’  madder  and  madder. 
There  was  somethin’  about  that  little  pink- 
and-white  thing  standin’  there  and  talkin’ 
about  coffee,  when  she  had  killed  so  many 
better  folks  than  she  was,  and  had  jest 
killed  another,  that  made  me  feel  ’most  as 
if  I  wished  somebody  would  up  and  kill  her 
before  she  had  a  chance  to  do  any  more 
harm. 

“‘Is  Aunt  Abby  sick?’  says  Luella,  as  if 
she  was  sort  of  aggrieved  and  injured. 

“‘Yes,’  says  I,  ‘she’s  sick,  and  she  goin’  to 
die,  and  then  you’ll  be  left  alone,  and  you’ll 
have  to  do  for  yourself  and  wait  on  yourself, 
or  do  without  things.  ’  I  don’t  know  but  I 
was  sort  of  hard,  but  it  was  the  truth,  and  if 
I  was  any  harder  than  Luella  Miller  had 
been  I’ll  give  up.  I  ain’t  never  been  sorry 
that  I  said  it.  Well,  Luella,  she  up  an’  had 
hysterics  again  at  that,  and  I  jest  let  her 
have  ’em.  All  I  did  was  to  bundle  her  into 
the  room  on  the  other  side  of  the  entry 
where  Aunt  Abby  couldn’t  hear  her,  if  she 
wan’t  past  it.  I  don’t  know  but  she  was, 
and  set  her  down  hard  in  a  chair  and  told  her 
not  to  come  back  into  the  other  room,  and 
she  minded.  She  had  her  hysterics  in  there 
till  she  got  tired.  When  she  found  out 
that  nobody  was  cornin’  to  coddle  her  and 
do  for  her  she  stopped.  At  least,  I  sup¬ 
pose  she  did.  I  didn’t  pay  much  atten¬ 
tion  to  her.  I  had  all  I  could  do  with  poor 
Aunt  Abby  tryin’  to  keep  the  breath  of 
life  in  her.  The  doctor  had  told  me 
that  she  was  dreadful  low,  and  give  me 
some  very  strong  medicine  to  give  her  in 
drops  real  often,  and  told  me  real  particular 
about  the  nourishment.  Well,  I  did  as  he 
told  me  real  faithful  till  she  wasn’t  able  to 
swaller  any  longer.  Then  I  had  her  daugh¬ 
ter  sent  for.  I  had  begun  to  realize  that  she 
wouldn’t  last  any  time  at  all.  I  hadn’t  be¬ 
fore,  though  I  spoke  to  Luella  the  way  I  did. 
The  doctor  he  came,  and  Mrs.  Sam  Abbot, 
but  when  she  got  there  it  was  too  late;  her 
mother  was  dead.  Aunt  Abby’s  daughter 
just  give  one  look  at  her  mother  layin’  there, 
then  she  turned  sort  of  sharp  and  sudden 
and  looked  at  me. 

“‘W’here  is  she?’  says  she,  and  I  knew  she 
meant  Luella. 

“  ‘  She’s  out  in  the  kitchen,’  says  I.  ‘She’s 
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too  nervous  to  see  folks  die.  She’s  afraid  it 
will  make  her  sick.’ 

“The  doctor  he  speaks  up  then.  He  was  a 
young  man.  Old  Doctor  Park  had  died  the 
year  before,  and  this  was  a  young  fellow  just 
out  of  college.  ‘Mrs.  Miller  is  not  strong,’ 
.says  he,  kind  of  severe,  ‘and  she  is  quite 
right  in  not  agitatin’  herself.’ 

“‘You  are  another,  young  man;  she’s  got 
her  pretty  claw  on  you,’  thinks  I,  but  I 
didn’t  say  anythin’  to  him.  I  just  said  over 
to  Mrs.  Sam  Abbot  that  Luella  was  in  the 
kitchen,  and  Mrs.  Sam  Abbot  she  went  out 
there,  and  I  went,  too,  and  I  never  heard 
anything  like  the  way  she  talked  to  Luella 
Miller.  I  felt  pretty  hard  to  Luella  myself, 
but  this  was  more  than  I  ever  would  have 
dared  to  say.  Luella  she  was  too  scared  to 
go  into  hysterics.  She  jest  flopped.  She 
seemed  to  jest  shrink  away  to  nothing  in 
that  kitchen  chair,  with  Mrs.  Sam  Abbot 
standin’  over  her  and  talkin’  and  tellin’  her 
the  truth.  I  guess  the  truth  was  ’most  too 
much  for  her  and  no  mistake,  because 
Luella  presently  actually*  did  faint  away, 
and  there  wasn’t  any  sham  about  it,  the  way 
I  always  suspected  there  was  about  them 
hysterics.  She  fainted  dead  away  and  we 
had  to  lay  her  flat  on  the  floor,  and  the 
doctor  he  came  runnin’  out  and  he  said 
something  about  a  weak  heart  dreadful 
fierce  to  Mrs.  Sam  Abbot,  but*  she  wan’t  a 
mite  scared.  She  faced  him  jest  as  white- 
mad  as  even  was  Luella  layin’  there  lookin’ 
like  death  and  the  doctor  feelin’  of  her 
pulse. 

“‘Weak  heart,’  says  she,  ‘weak  heart; 
weak  fiddlesticks !  There  ain’t  nothin’  weak 
about  that  woman.  She’s  got  strength 
enough  to  hang  onto  other  follu  till  she  kills 
’em.  Weak?  It  was  my  poor  mother  that 
was  weak:  this  woman  killed  her  as  sure  as  if 
she  had  taken  a  knife  to  her.’ 

“  But  the  doctor  he  didn’t  pay  much  atten¬ 
tion.  He  was  bendin’  over  Luella  layin’ 
there  with  her  yellow  hair  all  streamin’  and 
her  pretty  pink-and-white  face  all  pale,  and 
her  blue  eyes  like  stars  gone  out,  and  he  was 
holding  onto  her  hand  and  smoothin’  her 
forhead,  and  tellin’  me  to  get  the  brandy 
in  Aunt  Abby’s  room,  and  I  was  sure  as  I 
wanted  to  be  that  Luella  had  got  somebody 
else  to  hang  onto,  now  Aunt  Abby  was  gone, 
and  I  thought  of  poor  Erastus  Miller,  and  I 
sort  of  pitied  the  poor  young  doctor,  led 
away  by  a  pretty  face,  and  I  made  up  my 
mind  I’d  see  what  I  could  do. 


“  I  waited  till  Aunt  Abby  had  been  dead 
and  buried  about  a  month,  and  the  doctor 
was  goin’  to  see  Luella  steady  and  folks 
were  beginnin’  to  talk,  then  one  evenin’, 
when  I  knew  the  doctor  had  been  called  out 
of  town  and  wouldn’t  be  round,  I  went  over 
to  Luella’s.  I  found  bar  all  dressed  up  in  a 
pretty  blue  muslin  with  white  polka  dots  on 
it,  and  her  hair  curled  just  as  pretty,  and 
there  wasn’t  a  young  girl  in  the  place  could 
compare  with  her.  There  was  somethin’ 
about  Luella  Miller  seemed  to  draw  the  heart 
right  out  of  you,  but  she  didn’t  draw  it  out 
of  me.  She  was  settin’  rocking  in  the  chair 
by  her  sittin’-room  window,  and  Maria 
Brown  had  gone  home.  Maria  Brown  had 
been  in  to  help  her,  or  rather  to  do  the  work, 
for  Luella  wasn’t  ever  helped  when  she 
didn’t  do  anythin’.  Maria  Brown  was  real 
capable  and  she  didn’t  have  any  ties;  she 
wan’t  married,  and  lived  alone,  so  she’d 
offered.  I  couldn’t  see  why  she  should  do 
the  work  any  more  than  Luella;  she  wan’t 
any  too  strong;  but  she  seemed  to  think  she 
could  and  Luella  seemed  to  think  so,  too,  so 
she  went  over  and  did  all  the  work  — 
washed,  and  ironed,  and  baked,  while 
Luella  sat  and  rocked.  Maria  didn’t  live 
long  afterward.  She  began  to  fade  away  just 
the  same  fashion  the  others  had.  Well,  she 
was  warned,  but  she  acted  real  mad  when 
folks  said  anythin’ :  said  Luella  was  a  poor, 
abused  woman,  too  delicate  to  help  herself, 
and  they’d  ought  to  be  ashamed,  and  if  she 
died  helpin’  them  that  couldn’t  help  them¬ 
selves  she  would — and  she  did. 

“‘I  s’pose  Maria  has  gone  home,’  says  I 
to  Luella,  when  I  had  gone  in  and  sat  down 
opposite  her. 

“  ‘  Yes,  Maria  went  half  an  hour  ago,  after 
she  had  got  supper  and  washed  the  dishes,’ 
says  Luella,  in  her  pretty  way. 

“  ‘  I  suppose  she  has  got  a  lot  of  work  to  do 
in  her  own  house  to-night,’  says  I,  kind  of 
bitter,  but  that  was  all  thrown  away  on 
Luella  Miller.  It  seemed  to  her  right  that 
other  folks  that  wan’t  any  better  able  than 
she  was  herself  should  wait  on  her,  and  she 
couldn’t  get  it  through  her  head  that  any¬ 
body  should  think  it  wasn't  right. 

“‘Yes,’  says  Luella,  real  sweet  and  pretty, 
‘yes,  she  said  she  had  to  do  her  washin’ 
to-night.  She  has  let  it  go  for  a  fortnight 
along  of  cornin’  over  here.  ’ 

“‘Why  don’t  she  stay  home  and  do  her 
washin’  instead  of  cornin’  over  here  and 
doin’  your  work,  when  you  are  just  as  well 
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able,  and  enough  sight  more  so,  than  she  is 
to  do  it?’  says  I. 

“  Then  Luella  she  looked  at  me  like  a  baby 
who  has  a  rattle  shook  at  it.  She  sort  of 
laughed  as  innocent  as  you  please  ’Oh,  I 
can’t  do  the  work  myself.  Miss  Anderson,’ 
says  she.  ‘I  never  did.  Maria  has  to  do  it.’ 

“Then  I  spoke  out:  ‘Has  to  do  it,’  says  I, 
‘has  to  do  it’?  She  don’t  have  to  do  it, 
either.  Maria  Baker  has  her  own  home  and 
enough  to  live  on.  She  ain’t  beholden  to  you 
to  come  over  here  and  slave  for  you  and  kill 
herself.  ’ 

“  Luella  she  jest  set  and  stared  at  me  for 
all  the  world  like  a  doll-baby  that  was  so 
abused  that  it  was  cornin’  to  life. 

“  ‘  Yes,’  says  I,  ‘she’s  killin’  herself.  She’s 
goin’  to  die  just  the  way  Erastus  did,  and 
Lily,  and  your  Aunt  Abby.  You’re  killin’ 
her  jest  as  you  did  them.  I  don’t  know 
what  there  is  about  you,  but  you  seem  to 
bring  a  curse,’  says  I.  ‘You  kill  everybody 
that  is  fool  enough  to  care  anythin’  about 
you  and  do  for  you.’ 

“She  stared  at  me,  and  she  was  pretty 
pale. 

“‘And  Maria  ain’t  the  only  one  you’re 
goin’  to  kill,’  says  I.  ‘You’re  goin’  to  kill 
Doctor  Malcom  before  you’re  done  with  him.' 

“Then  a  red  color  came  flamin’  all  over 
her  face.  ‘I  ain’t  goin’  to  kill  him,  either,’ 
says  she,  and  she  begun  to  cry. 

“  ‘  Yes  you  be?  ’  says  I.  Then  I  spoke  as  I 
had  never  spoke  before.  You  see,  I  felt  it 
on  account  of  Erastus.  I  told  her  that  she 
hadn’t  any  business  to  think  of  another  man 
after  she’d  been  married  to  one  that  had  died 
for  her:  that  she  was  a  dreadful  woman;  and 
she  was,  that’s  true  enough,  but  sometimes  I 
have  wondered  lately  if  she  knew  it,  if  she 
wan’t  like  a  baby  with  scissors  in  its  hand 
cuttin’  everybody  without  knowin’  what  it 
was  doin’. 

“  Luella,  she  kept  gettin’  paler  and  paler, 
and  she  never  took  her  eyes  off  my  face. 
There  was  somethin’  awful  about  the  way 
she  looked  at  me  and  never  spoke  one  word. 
After  awhile  I  quit  talkin’  and  I  went  home. 
I  watched  that  night,  but  her  lamp  went 
out  before  nine  o’clock,  and  when  Doctor 
Malcom  came  driving  past  and  sort  of  slowed 
up,  he  see  there  wasn’t  any  light,  and  he 
drove  along.  I  saw  her  sort  of  shy  out  of 
meetin’  the  next  Sunday  too,  so  he  shouldn’t 
go  home  with  her,  and  I  begun  to  think 
mebbe  she  did  have  some  conscience  after 
all.  It  was  only  a  week  after  that  that 


Maria  Baker  died,  sort  of  sudden  at  the  last, 
though  everybody  had  seen  it  was  cornin’. 
Well,  then  there  was  a  good  deal  of  feelin’ 
and  pretty  dark  whispers.  Folks  said  the 
days  of  witchcraft  had  come  again,  and  they 
were  pretty  shy  of  Luella.  She  acted  sort  of 
offish  to  the  doctor  and  he  didn’t  go  there, 
and  there  wasn’t  anybody  to  do  anythin’ 
for  her.  I  don’t  know  how  she  did  get  along. 
I  wouldn’t  go  in  there  and  offer  to  help  her, 
not  because  I  was  afraid  of  dyin’  like  the 
rest,  but  I  thought  she  was  jest  as  well  able 
to  do  her  own  work  as  I  was  to  do  it  for  her, 
and  I  thought  it  was  about  time  that  she  did 
it  and  stopped  killin’  other  folks.  But  it 
wasn’t  very  long  before  folks  began  to  say 
that  Luella  herself  was  goin’  into  a  decline 
jest  the  way  her  husband,  and  Lily,  and 
Aunt  Abby,  and  the  others  had,  and  I  saw 
myself  that  she  looked  pretty  bad.  I  used 
to  see  her  goin’  past  from  the  store  with  a 
bundle  as  if  she  could  hardly  crawl,  but  I 
remembered  how  Erastus  used  to  wait  and 
’tend  when  he  couldn’t  hardly  put  one  foot 
before  the  other,  and  I  didn’t  go  out  to  help 
her. 

“But  at  last  one  afternoon  I  saw  the 
doctor  come  drivin’  up  like  mad  with  his 
medicine  chest,  and  Mrs.  Babbit  came  in 
after  supper  and  said  that  Luella  was  real 
sick. 

“‘I’d  offer  to  go  in  and  nurse  her,’  says 
she,  ‘but  I’ve  got  my  children  to  consider, 
and  mebbe  it  ain’t  true  what  they  say,  but 
it’s  queer  how  many  folks  that  have  done 
for  her  have  died.’ 

“I  didn’t  say  anythin’,  but  I  considered 
how  she  had  been  Erastus’s  wife  and  how’  he 
had  set  his  eyes  by  her,  and  I  made  up  my 
mind  to  go  in  the  next  mornin’,  unless  she 
was  better,  and  see  what  I  could  do;  but  the 
next  mornin’  I  see  her  at  the  window',  and 
pretty  soon  she  came  steppin’  out  as  spry  a.s 
you  please,  and  a  little  while  afterward  Mrs. 
Babbit  came  in  and  told  me  that  the  doctor 
had  got  a  girl  from  out  of  tow'n,  a  Sarah 
Jones,  to  come  there,  and  she  said  she  was 
pretty  sure  that  the  doctor  w’as  goin’  to 
marry  Luella. 

“  I  see  him  kiss  her  in  the  door  that  night 
myself,  and  I  knew  it  was  true.  The  woman 
came  that  afternoon,  and  the  way  she  flew 
around  was  a  caution.  I  don’t  believe 
Luella  had  swept  since  Maria  died.  She 
swept  and  dust^,  and  washed  and  ironed, 
wet  clothes  and  dusters  and  carpets  were 
flyin’  over  there  all  day,  and  every  time 
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Luella  set  her  foot  out  when  the  doctoi 
wasn’t  there  there  was  that  Sarah  Jones 
helpin’  of  her  up  and  down  the  steps,  as  if 
she  hadn’t  learned  to  walk. 

“Well,  everybody  knew  that  Luella  and 
the  doctor  were  goin’  to  be  married,  but  it 
wan’t  long  before  they  began  to  talk  about 
his  lookin’  so  poorly,  jest  as  they  had  about 
the  others;  and  they  talked  about  Sarah 
Jones,  too. 

“Well,  the  doctor  did  die,  and  he  wanted 
to  be  married  first,  so  as  to  leave  what  little 
he  had  to  Luella,  but  he  died  before  the 
minister  could  get  there,  and  Sarah  Jones 
died  a  week  afterward. 

“Well,  that  wound  up  everjdhin’  for 
Luella  Miller.  Not  another  soul  in  the 
whole  town  would  lift  a  finger  for  her. 
There  got  to  be  a  sort  of  panic.  Then  she 
began  to  droop  in  good  earnest.  She 
used  to  have  to  go  to  the  store  herself,  for 
Mrs.  Babbit  was  afraid  to  let  Tommy  go  for 
her,  and  I’ve  seen  her  goin’  past  and  stoppin’ 
every  two  or  three  steps  to  rest.  Well,  I 
stood  it  as  long  as  I  could,  but  one  day  I  see 
her  cornin’  with  her  arms  full  and  stoppin’ 
to  lean  against  the  Babbit  fence,  I  run  out 
and  took  her  bundles  and  carried  them  for 
her  to  the  house.  Then  I  went  home  and 
never  spoke  one  word  to  her,  though  she 
called  after  me  dreadful  kind  of  pitiful. 
Well,  that  night  I  was  taken  sick  with  a  chill, 
and  I  was  sick  as  I  wanted  to  be  for  two 
weeks.  Mrs.  Babbit  had  seen  me  run  out  to 
help  Luella  and  she  came  in  and  told  me  I 
was  goin’  to  die  on  account  of  it.  I  didn’t 
know  whether  I  was  or  not,  but  I  considered 
I  had  done  right  by  Erastus’s  wife. 

“That  last  two  weeks  Luella  she  had  a 
dreadful  hard  time,  I  guess.  She  was 
pretty  sick,  and  as  near  as  I  could  make 
out  nobody  dared  go  near  her.  I  don’t  know 
as  she  was  really  needin’  anythin’  very  much, 
for  there  was  enough  to  eat  in  her  house  and 
it  was  warm  weather,  and  she  made  out  to 
cook  a  little  flour  gruel  every  day,  I  know, 
but  I  guess  she  had  a  hard  time,  she  that 
had  been  so  petted  and  done  for  all  her  life. 

‘  ‘When  I  got  so  I  could  go  out,  I  went  over 
there  one  morning.  Mrs.  Babbit  had  just 
come  in  to  say  she  hadn’t  seen  any  smoke 
and  she  didn’t  know  but  it  was  somebody’s 
duty  to  go  in,  but  she  couldn’t  help  thinkin’ 
of  her  children,  and  I  got  right  up,  though  I 
hadn’t  been  out  of  the  house  for  two  weeks, 
and  I  went  in  there,  and  Luella  she  was  layin’ 
on  the  bed,  and  she  was  dyin’. 


“She  lasted  all  that  day  and  into  the 
night.  But  I  sat  there  after  the  new 
doctor  had  gone  away.  Nobody  else  dared 
to  go  there.  It  was  about  midnight  that  I 
left  her  a  minute  to  run  home  and  get 
some  medicine  I  had  been  takin’,  for  I 
begun  to  feel  rather  bad. 

“  It  was  a  full  moon  that  night,  and  just  as 
I  started  out  of  my  door  to  cross  the  street 
back  to  Luella’s,  I  stopped  short,  for  I  saw 
something.  ” 

Lydia  Anderson  at  this  juncture  always 
said  with  a  certain  defiance  that  she  did  not 
expect  to  be  believed,  and  then  proceeded 
in  a  hushed  voice 

“I  saw  what  I  saw,  and  I  know  I  saw 
it,  and  I  will  swear  that  I  saw  it  on  my 
death  bed.  I  saw  Luella  Miller  and  Erastus 
Miller,  and  Lily,  and  Aunt  Abby,  and  Maria, 
and  the  doctor,  and  Sarah,  all  goin’  out  of 
her  door,  and  all  but  Luella  shone  white  in 
the  moonlight,  and  they  were  all  helpin’  her 
along  till  she  seemed  to  fairly  fly  in  the  midst 
of  them.  Then  it  all  disappeared.  I  stood 
a  minute  with  my  heart  poundin’,  then  I 
went  over  there.  I  thought  of  goin’  for 
Mrs.  Babbit,  but  I  thought  she’d  be  afraid. 
So  I  went  alone,  though  I  knew  what  had 
happened.  Luella  was  layin’  real  peaceful 
dead  on  her  bed.  ” 

This  was  the  story  that  the  old  woman, 
Lydia  Anderson,  told,  but  the  sequel  was 
told  by  the  people  who  survived  her,  and 
this  was  the  tale  which  has  become  folklore 
in  the  village. 

Lydia  Anderson  died  when  she  was  eighty- 
seven.  She  had  continued  wonderfully  hale 
and  hearty  for  one  of  her  years  until  about 
two  weeks  before  her  death. 

One  bright  moonlight  evening  she  was 
sitting  beside  a  window  in  her  parlor  when 
she  made  a  sudden  exclamation,  and  was 
out  of  the  house  and  across  the  street  before 
the  neighbor  who  was  taking  care  of  her 
could  stop  her.  She  followed  as  fast  as 
possible  and  found  Lydia  Anderson  stretched 
on  the  ground  before  the  door  of  Luella 
Miller’s  deserted  house,  and  she  was  quite 
dead. 

The  next  night  there  was  a  red  gleam  of 
fire  athwart  the  moonlight  and  the  old  house 
of  Luella  Miller  was  burned  to  the  ground. 
Nothing  is  now  left  of  it  except  a  few  old 
cellar  stones,  and  a  lilac  bush,  and  in  summer 
a  helpless  trail  of  morning  glories  among  the 
weeds,  which  might  be  considered  emblem¬ 
atic  of  Luella  herself. 


THOMAS  JETTERSON,  AOS  FORTT-SIX. 

From  Ml  engraving  of  the  plaster  cast  of  the  bust  by  the  great  French  sculptor,  Hondon,  an  intimate  personal  friend 

of  Ji-fft'ison. 


JEFFERSON’S  GREAT  DAY. 

A  Pregnant  Scene  from  the  Drama  of  American  Independence. 

By  Alfred  Henry  Lewis. 

“  TVkl*  it  true  Liberty  when  free-bom  men. 

Having  to  adviee  thf  pubUe,  may  epeak  free." 

—Milton,  translation  from  Horace. 

[The  founders  of  our  American  Commonwealth  loom  up  large  before  us  as  legendary  figures,  moving  an  appointed 
course  in  the  historical  firmament.  But  they  were  men,  living,  loving,  failing,  striving  as  men  do  toHlay,  all  mnocent  of  the 
greatness  of  their  parts  and  quite  unconcerned  save  over  the  business  In  hand.  This  is  the  first  of  a  series  of  sketches  in  which 
our  great  American  statesmen  will  move  as  real  human  personalities  and  in  the  character  and  habit  in  which  they  lived.] 

The  hour  is  on  the  threshold  of  evening  yard  spacious  enough  to  merit  the  name  of 
— the  evening  of  a  dry  and  blistering  “grounds.”  This  yellow  brick,  three-storied 
Philadelphia  July  day.  For  full  three  structure,  set  well  back  from  the  street  line, 
burning,  drouthy  weeks  the  sun  has  played  is  the  one  we  seek, 
the  tyrant  unchallenged  of  a  drop  of  rain;  a  On  the  second  floor  of  the  mansion  a  black 
truth  whereof  the  grass,  gray,  spiritless  and  man  lights  a  dozen  candles  of  wax.  These 
broken,  and  its  friends  the  trees,  sear  of  leaf  are  divided  between  two  candlesticks  with 
and  dust-cloaked,  make  despairing  protest.  bronzed  branches  and  make  a  hopeful  glare 
Seventh  and  Market  Streets  intersect  in  that  fills  the  whole  apartment.  Likewise 

the  far  suburbs  and  make  the  centre  of  what  they  add  to  the  intolerable  heat  and  prove 

is  termed  “The  Fields.”  For  a  radius  of  a  attractive  to  vagrant  insects  of  the  night, 

quarter  of  a  mile  about  there  is  much  There  is  a  fine-faced,  patient  gentleman  at 
emphasis  of  the  respectable.  The  brick  the  writing-desk  in  one  corner.  His  look  is 

houses,  culminating  in  elaborate  white  cor-  high-bred,  and  consistent  with  the  quiet 

nices,  are  rich  and  give  one  an  impression  of  albeit  costly  furnishings  of  the  room,  with  its 

wholesome  easy  aristocracy.  curtains  of  deep  lace  and  its  slim-legged  chairs 

There  Ls  a  house  at  the  crossing  of  Market  — stiff-backed  and  upright,  yet  comfortable  in 

and  Seventh:  a  fair  match  for  its  fellows  is  a  hard  mahogany  way.  He  is  garbed  in  the 

this  edifice.  About  it  is  a  wide  yard,  fenced  mode— long-flapped  waistcoat,  knee  breeches, 

and  protected  against  the  casual  cow — a  silk  stockings,  low  shoes  with  buckles;  cloth- 
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ing  all  black  save  for  the  white  ruffles  of 
Flemish  lace  at  wrist  and  throat.  His  coat 
to  go  with  this  costume  lies  on  a  chair,  while 
in  its  stead  he  wears  a  loose  jacket  of  dingy 
white  slave-cloth,  much  stained  of  ink. 
Deep  cuffs  of  plaited  straw  protect  the  ruffles 
at  the  wrists. 

The  patient  gentleman  lays  down  his  quill 
to  turn  once  or  twice  about  the  room  and  all 


The  letter  writing  is  resumed,  the  patient 
gentleman,  for  all  his  patience,  worrying 
visibly  over  his  task  and  with  a  face  full  of 
that  concern  which  is  offspring  of  love  and  a 
want  of  reassuring  information  touching  the 
ones  loved.  The  letter  is  nearing  a  close: 

"Ten  will  be  enough  to  employ  in  the  nailery— five 
for  each  furnace.  Nor  will  it  be  hotter  there  than  in 
the  fields,  and  the  hands  will  do  well  enough.  It  would 


THOMAS  JEFFERSON  IN  HIS  OLD  AGE. 
From  W.  SarUin. 


with  a  homesick,  weary  air.  He  is  over  six 
feet  tall,  handsome,  lAith  a  broad  brow,  a 
high  nose,  a  wide,  firm  mouth  and  strong 
chin — the  face  of  a  patrician.  The  eyes  are 
gray,  and  the  hair,  tied  with  ribbon  in  a 
queue,  would  be  as  red  as  a  fox  of  the 
gentleman’s  own  native  Virginia  were  it  not 
for  a  liberality  of  powder  which  leaves  it 
white  as  his  ruffles.  The  patient  gentleman’s 
age  is  thirty-three. 


i 


be  best,  if  you  can  find  the  right  individual,  to  put  over 
the  blacks  a  white  man  who  understands  the  business. 
He  could  manage  them  and  see  that  they  make  good 
nails  and  do  not  slight  the  work.  This  manager  should 
have  not  more  than  two  hundred  dollars  a  year.  With 
that  he  should  also  have  house  room  and  five  hundred 
pounds  of  pork. 

“Keep,  my  dearest  madam,  watch  over  our  little 
girl.  Tell  her  I  have  her  (with  you,  dear)  ever  in  my 
mind.  She  should  go  earnestly  a^ut  her  drawing, 
her  dancing,  her  French  and  her  harpsichord,  and  such 
other  studies  as  shall  make  her  worthy  the  love  of  her 
friends.  She  should  remember,  too,  not  to  run  about 
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without  her  bonnet,  as  it  will  make  her  ugly,  and  then 
we  might  not  love  her  so  much. 

“Now,  my  dearest  one,  get  a  letter  to  me  with  all 
despatch.  I’ve  been  seven  weeks  here  without  one 
wo^.  During  all  that  time  I  have  never  received  a 
scrip  of  a  pen  from  any  mortal  in  Virginia,  nor  been 
able  by  any  inquiries  to  hear  one  word  of  my  family. 
My  suspense,  you  may  easily  guess,  is  almost  more  than 
I  can  well  bear.  I  know  you  are  lonely  without  our 
dear  mother  so  lately  dead  and  gone  from  us.  But 
bear  it  as  cheerfully  as  you  can  for  our  little  girl’s  sake. 


The  heavy  man — of  heavy  hand  and  heavy 
foot  and  heavy  face  and  heavy  brow  is  he — 
is  Franklin,  printer,  statesman,  philosopher. 
His  clothes  are  carelessly. ^orn  and  rusty. 
That  gentleman  who  plods  through  the  dust 
of  the  bone-dry  streets  by  Franklin’s  side  is 
the  famous  Rittenhouse,  mechanic,  chemist, 
scholar,  astronomer  and  philosopher.  He  is 
tall  and  slender,  with  a  plain,  soft,  modest 


and  if  anything  of  disaster  has  chanced  since  I  left  you, 
for  God’s  sake  let  me  know  it  with  all  speed.  With 
love  to  you  and  our  little  daughter,  I  am,  dearest 
madam, 

"Your  loving  husband  and  servant, 

“Thomas  Jefferson.’’ 

Leaving  Mr.  Jefferson  to  sand  and  fold  and 
seal  his  letter  to  his  wife  at  far-off  Monticello, 
let  us  meet  some  mighty  company  on  its 
way. 


air  and  a  face  of  no  great  depth;  yet  cool, 
attentive,  clear.  Behind  Franklin  and  his 
learned  companion  trudges  Hillegas,  the 
Treasurer  of  the  Continental  Congress. 
Hillegas  is  a  soul  of  tunes  and  music,  cares 
little  for  questions  of  State,  and  talks  much 
of  forte  and  piano;  he  loves  Jefferson  because 
the  latter  plays  the  violin  and  owns  a  rare 
instrument,  obtained  of  a  departing  Tory 
for  the  sum  of  thirteen  pounds.  The  prim 
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Htnry  ir^tk. 

MONTICELLO,  JEFFERSON’S  HOME,  AS  IT  IS  TO-DAT. 


gentleman  uith  something  of  the  Puritan  to 
his  look,  coupled  with  a  severe  mixture  of 
wisdom,  narrowness,  vanity  and  self-love,  is 
John  Adams.  Of  the  two  to  close  up  the  rear 
of  the  little  procession,  one  is  broad  and  short 
and  girthy — bluff  Ben  Harrison  of  Virginia; 
the  other,  his  companion,  a  gentleman  of 
forty,  wears  a  rich  dress  a  trifle  bordering 
on  the  foppish.  This  gentleman’s  face  is 
good,  but  uith  a  warmth  of  nose  that  is 
rather  of  the  \\ine-cup  than  the  weather. 
He  is  the  celebrated  John  Jay  of  the  Colony 
of  New  York. 

Rittenhouse  is  talking  of  chemistry  to 
Franklin. 

“Nor  do  I,”  observes  Rittenhouse,  con¬ 
cluding  some  remarks  on  “alchemy”  rather 
than  “chemistry”  more  properly  spelled, 
“nor  do  I,  sir,  altogether  declare  the  philoso¬ 
pher’s  stone,  which  turns  all  to  gold,  a  thing 
that  dues  not  exist.  ” 

“Should  you  find  it,”  retorts  Franklin, 
with  a  touch  of  sly,  dry  humor,  “promise 
me  to  lose  it  again  without  delay,  for  I 
believe  in  my  soul  that  mankind  is  wicked 
enough  to  continue  slaughtering  one  another 
while  they  can  find  money  enough  to  pay 
the  butchers.” 

Adams  is  hectoring  Hillegas  concerning 
the  Declaration  of  Independence,  then 
under  discussion  before  Congress  these  three 
days.  Hillegas,  who  is  thinking  of  Handel, 
hears  never  a  word. 

“  England’s  motive,  sir,  ”  Adams  is  saying, 
in  his  high  voice,  sharp  with  a  grating  con¬ 
ceit,  “is  nothing  save  a  natural  malice  against 


liberty  added  to  a  jealousy  for  our  commerce. 
But  we  shall  free  ourselves.  We  shall  adopt 
this  Declaration;  after  that,  independence 
will  become  the  fashion  and  liberty  go  with  a 
rush.  England  will  never  be  able  to  recover 
us,  sir,  once  we  break  away.” 

“I  do  not  fear  England,”  puffed  Harrison, 
who  hears  every  word  as  he  walks  behind 
with  Jay.  “  It  is  the  Tories  at  home  whom 
I  apprehend.” 

“The  home-grown  Tory,”  replies  Adams, 
contemptuously,  “will  count  as  nothing.  He 
will  fairly  cease  of  himself  unless  we  make 
him  important  and  feather-tickle  his  vanity 
by  bestowing  too  much  pains  upon  his  con¬ 
version.  Leave  the  Tory  to  time.  Time 
makes  more  converts  than  reason,  and 
those  who  refuse  the  argument  often  yield  to 
mere  years.  Independence — liberty — once 
achieved  will  draw  everybody  to  it  like  a 
loadstone.” 

“Where  is  your  Patrick  Henry?”  asked 
Jay  of  Harrison.  “He  was  a  man  I  much 
admired.  You  recall  his  speech  in  our  last 
Congress?  He  fairly  thrilled  me  when  he 
said  T’m  no  longer  a  Virginian;  I’m  an 
American  1'  ” 

“Henry  is  Virginia's  Governor  now,” 
returns  Harrison,  “  proud  of  his  station  and 
happy  with  £1,000  a  year.” 

“Tell  me  something  of  this  Mr.  Jefferson 
whom  we  go  to  call  on,”  remarks  Ritten¬ 
house;  “I  hear  much  of  his  elepnce  of  man¬ 
ner,  his  learning  and  his  erudition.” 

“You  could  not  hear  more  than  his  merits,” 
returns  Franklin,  with  an  earnestness  that 
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shows  a  feeling  sincerely  deep.  “I  am  Rittenhouse  assents  and  invites  Jefferson 
almost  forty  years  his  senior;  I’ve  travelled  to  be  present  on  that  scientific  occasion  and 
far  and  met  many  men,  both  high  and  low.  have  part  in  the  observations.  There  is  a 
Yet  I’ve  never  met  his  like.  It’s  as  though  work  of  Jefferson’s  which  will  take  pre- 
one  described  a  Crichton.  He  reads  Latin  cedence  on  that  same  scaffolding  in  both 
and  Greek,  speaks  French,  Spanish  and  time  and  importance  over  the  astronomer’s 
Italian,  is  studying  German,  and  threatens  pursuit  of  the  flying  Venus.  Four  days 
Gaslic  so  soon  as  the  necessary  Scottish  books  later  the  Declaration  of  Independence,  for 
arri/e.  ”  Franklin  smiles  whimsically.  “  He  the  first  time,  will  be  read  publicly  to  men. 
can  calculate  an  eclipse,  survey  an  estate.  Pipes  appear  and  tobacco  and  claret  fol- 
tie  an  artery,  plan  a  palace,  try  a  lawsuit,  low;  claret,  they  say,  is  a  fair  hot-weather 
write  a  book,  break  a  horse,  play  a  fiddle  drink.  Jay,  careless  of  weather  conditions, 
and  dance  a  minuet.  ”  prefers  Madeira,  which  also  has  its  advent. 

“You  might  add  to  that,”  suggests  Harri-  Franklin  waves  aside  both  pipe  and  cup. 
son,  “that  he  can  lift  1,000  pounds  dead  “My  threescore  years  and  ten,”  remarks 
weight  with  his  bare  hands,  and  is  a  centaur  Franklin,  “  are  quite  enough  to  carry  without 

when  in  the  saddle.  Incidentally,  it  might  be  adding  to  their  weight  either  alcohol  or 
as  well  to  say  that  he  is  the  author  of  that  nicotine.” 

Declaration  of  Independence  wherewith  Politics — the  state  of  the  Colonies — their 

to-morrow  we  will,  God  willing,  begin  new  relations  to  England — the  coming  Declara- 
history  by  adopting  it.  ”  tion — are  all  discussed  at  once. 

The  six  gentlemen  arrive  at  the  yellow  brick  “For  myself,”  remarks  Adams,  smugly 
house  at  Seventh  and  Market  Streets,  and  pompous,  “  I  regard  this  Declaration  of  Inde- 
are  bowed  upstairs  by  the  low-bending  pendence  as  already  too  much  delayed.  It 
darky  who  answers  their  knock.  Jefferson  would  have  come  off  better  and  kept  the 
receives  them  with  stately  warmth.  Ritten-  dust  from  our  knees  had  we  adopted  it  long 
house  is  presented.  Jefferson  offers  that  ago  instead  of  our  abject  first  petition  to 
scientist  a  pretty  compliment  or  two.  the  throne.  I  believe  in  backbone,  sir,  in 

“  That  stand  I’ve  seen  go  up  on  the  Square,”,  standing  erect— I  come,  sir,  of  a  stiff  people.” 
concludes  Jefferson,  “I’m  told  is  intended  “There  is  always  time  to  be  stiff,”  replies 
by  you  as  a  vantage  wherefrom  to  observe  Franklin,  to  whom,  with  Jay,  Adams  seems 
the  coming  transit  of  Venus.”  more  particularly  to  address  his  remark. 
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“  Nothing  is  lost  by  a  little  bending— a  little 
suppleness  and  slowness.  The  world  is  like 
a  passage  that  is  dark  and  low  of  roof;  if 
one  will  but  stoop  a  trifle  as  one  goes  through, 
one  will  miss  many  a  thump.” 

“I  cannot  say,  sir,”  observes  Jefferson, 
turning  to  Adams,  “that  the  Declaration  has 
been  too  long  deferred;  but  I  assuredly 
would  say  so  if  it  were  now  put  off  further. 
Falmouth  and  Norfolk  have  been  burned; 
there  have  been  Lexington  and  Concord  and 
Bunker  Hill;  Washington  is  in  the  fleld;  in 
truth,  our  Independence  has  been  already 


toward  resolving  in  English  minds  the 
question,  ‘Will  an  American  fight?'” 

“And  when,”  adds  Adams,  “Captain 
Morgan  brought  his  riflemen  from  Williams¬ 
burg  to  Cambridge  —  six  hundred  miles 
in  two  weeks  —  it  dawned  on  British 
dullness  that  Americans  would  march.” 

“And  yet,”  comments  Jay,  with  an  air 
of  half-sadness,  “the  tangle  is  a  misunder¬ 
standing— a  mistake.  If  we  knew  all  the 
English  know,  if  they  knew  ail  we  know, 
in  short,  if  both  sides  fully  understood, 
there  would  be— there  could  be  no  war.” 


THE  VIEW  FROM  UONTICELLO 

Ovcrlooldiig  CharlottciviUe,  where  JeSenon  bailt  hie  Uoivenity  of  Virginia. 

declared,  and  what  we  are  now  about  is  to  “Not  so  sure,”  and  Jefferson’s  gray  eyes 


put  a  pen  and  ink  formality.” 

“Bunker  Hill  must  prove  a  sore  thought 
in  England!”  and  Harrison,  between  deep 
puffs  of  tobacco,  speaks  unctuously  and  with 
relish.  “Ten  hundred  and  fifty-four  dead 
and  wounded;  thirteen  officers  killed  and 
seventy  nursing  gunshot  wounds!  Egad, 
that  is  more  than  Wolfe  lost  on  the  Plains  of 
Abraham.  Putnam  and  Ward  and  Warren 
and  Knowlton  and  Old  Stark  showed  them 
that  day  the  metal  of  an  American.  ” 

“The  gentlemen  you  name,”  observes 
Franklin,  “doubtless  went  some  distance 


begin  to  sparkle.  “The  conflict  was  not  to  be 
repressed.  Primarily  it  arises  from  the  fact 
that  the  present  has  outgrown  the  past  and 
the  old  no  longer  fits  the  new.  Immediately 
it  comes  from  hereditary  kings  and  an 
hereditary  nobility — the  English  folly  of 
heaping  importance  on  idiots  by  force  of  law. 
Hereditary  lawmakers !  One  might  as  well 
talk  of  hereditary  bricklayers  or  mathema¬ 
ticians  !  Voltaire  is  right.  In  a  monarchy 
every  man  is  born  a  hammer  or  an  anviL 
Kings  and  nobles  are  nothing  save  a  con¬ 
spiracy  against  the  happiness  of  the  people.” 
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“  I  have  royal  word,  ”  remarks  Franklin, 
“for  the  royal  position.  It  would  incline 
to  justify  the  clear  vigor  of  our  friend 
from  Albemarle.”  Here  the  philosopher 
indicated  Jefferson.  “On  one  occasion 
Frederick  the  Great  asked  me,  if  I  had 
kingly  power  how  I  would  employ  it. 
‘Sire,’  I  said,  ‘I  would  devote  it  to  a  conquest 
of  liberty  for  all— for  liberty’s  the  natural 
privilege  of  man.’  The  king  studied  a 
moment  and  then  replied:  ‘Doctor,’  he 
said, ‘that  might  do  for  you,  but  the  coat  does 
not  fit  me.  I  am  a  royalist  by  trade.  Born 
a  king,  I  will  not  employ  my  position  to 
spoil  my  business. 

I  was  born  to  com¬ 
mand;  the  people 
to  obey!”’ 

There  is  a  wail¬ 
ing  strain  to  come 
floating  forth  from 
the  bedchamber  to 
the  rear.  It  is  the 
tuneful  Hillegas, 
who,  discovering 
the  precious  Tory 
violin,  and  loving 
not  discussions  of 
State,  has  retired 
to  what  solitude 
he  may  and  to  a 
tender  considera¬ 
tion  of  his  beloved 
Handel. 

It  is  time  to  go, 
since  it  is  hard  by 
nine  of  the  clock, 
and  Franklin 
makes  the  signal 
of  departure. 

There  is  much  of 
courtly  leave- 
taking.  Hillegas  goes  last,  parting  with 
Jefferson  politely  enough,  but  from  the  violin 
with  a  reluctance  which  Franklin  laughingly 
assures  him  trespasses  upon  the  vulgar. 
The  flustered  treasurer,  who  knows  only 
music  and  how  to  honestly  keep  money,  is 
thereby  much  confused,  for  he  holds  Franklin 
a  superior  being  in  all  matters,  whether  of 
philosophy,  statecraft,  literature,  or  eti¬ 
quette.  Jay,  who,  like  Franklin,  is  pleased 
to  tease  the  poor  musician,  consoles  him 
with  the  assurance  that  Jefferson,  being  busy 
dismissing  his  guests,  could  not  have  noticed 
his  vine-like  clinging  to  the  Tory  Addle. 

As  the  gentlemen  journey  toward  their 


lodging,  Rittenhouse  is  first  with  comment. 

“I  was  at  particular  pains,”  remarks 
Rittenhouse,  “to  observe  Mr.  Jefferson.  He 
is  magnificent— magnificent  mentally,  phys¬ 
ically,  and  in  a  sense  of  education.  One 
might  travel  throughout  a  long  summer  day 
and  not  encounter  so  perfect  a  man.” 

“Jefferson,”  returns  the  sage  Franklin, 
with  a  shake  of  the  head,  “Jefferson  is  not 
so  much  the  perfect  man  as  the  perfect 
citizen.  As  the  man  he  has  his  defects;  as 
the  citizen  he  is  as  flawless  as  a  star.  ” 

Sultry  and  with  a  dull  throbbing  of  heat 
comes  the  morn¬ 
ing  of  the  Fourth 
of  July,  1776.  The 
0 1  d  Carpenters’ 
Hall  begins  to  fill 
with  the  delegates 
of  the  thirteen 
Colonies.  John 
Hancock  takes  his 
place  as  presiding 
officer.  Hancock 
is  a  robust,  coarse, 
florid  figure  of 
man;  honest, 
dominating,  vain, 
courageous,  and 
an  indomitable 
patriot,  but  one 
whose  patriotism 
wants  a  bass  drum 
for  its  full  expres¬ 
sion.  As  one’s 
glance  roves 
among  the  mem¬ 
bers,  one  notes  the 
slim,  delicate  fig¬ 
ure  of  Elbridge 
Gerry;  the  vigor¬ 
ous  countenance  of  Samuel  Adams,  whose 
level  eyes  show  as  the  seat  of  energy  and 
powerful  will. 

Hancock  and  Adams  are  peculiarly  dis¬ 
tinguished.  In  every  proclamation  of  the 
king  offering  tenderness  to  the  Colonies  and 
their  violent  citizenry,  the  clause,  “Save  and 
except  John  Hancock  and  Samuel  Adams,  ”  ' 
has  appeared.  Their  crimes  are  too  black 
for  pardon,  their  doom  is  minted,  and  they 
are  to  hang.  They  do  not  seem  to  stand  in 
any  gallows’  shadow,  these  two;  and  they 
go  about  their  treason  with  a  steady  common 
sense  which  King  George  and  his  ministry 
might  emulate  to  England’s  profit. 


From  an  engraving  of  the  portrait  painted  by  Gilbert  Stuart  in  1H05, 
now  in  poeaeaeion  of  the  Jefferaon  family. 
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It  is  an  hour  heavy  of  promises  and  of  the 
work  performed.  And  yet  there  rises  up  the 
burlesque  side.  There  lives  a  livery  stable 
next  door;  a  swarm  of  flies,  preferring  dele¬ 
gates  to  horses  and  abandoning  the  stable 
for  the  convention.  The  wide  windows, 
with  sash  thrown  high  to  tempt  and  bait  the 
breeze  and  thereby  disappoint  the  weather 
of  some  measure  of  sultriness,  are  invitations 
to  the  hungry  enemy.  They  invade  the  hall 
in  clouds;  throughout  this  weightiest  of 
debates— a  debate  to  fix  the  fate  of  millions 
and  draw  a  line  of  liberty  through  Time— the 
participants  are  made  constantly  to  lash  and 
whip  their  silken  calves,  employing  in  that 
defense  their  handkerchiefs.  It  is  all  ludi¬ 
crous,  this  flap,  flap  of  defensive  cambric,  as 
the  battle  of  the  flies  proceeds  while  discus¬ 
sion  rumbles  and  thunders. 

Jefferson  and  John  Adams  are  seated  side 
by  side.  Jefferson  takes  no  part  in  the  dis¬ 
cussion,  since  oratory  is  beyond  him;  first  and 
last  during  his  life  he  never  speaks  two  words 
upon  his  feet.  This  should  prove  encour¬ 
aging  to  would-be  statesmen  whose  hope 
hesitates  because  they  are  not  Ciceros. 

The  Congress  prunes  and  edits  the  Jefferson 
draft  of  the  Declaration  rigorously.  It  adds 
nothing;  it  but  strikes  out.  Jefferson’s  cut- 
and-thrust  arraignment  of  the  king  because 
of  an  African  slave  trade  which  he  fosters  is 
erased 

“It’s  as  well,  too,”  says  Franklin,  who, 
observing  the  silent  Jefferson  to  wince, 
comes  over  for  his  consolation;  “it’s  as  well, 
too.  For  if  King  George  steals  the  slaves, 
we  buy  them,  and  the  receiver,  my  dear 
Jefferson,  is  as  bad  as  the  thief.  ” 

Jefferson  shrugs  his  shoulders  submis¬ 
sively. 

The  eloquent  reminder  of  the  “Mother 
Country’s”  evil  employment  of  Hessians, 
and  like  mercenaries,  is  eliminated.  “For, ” 
as  argues  Samuel  Adams,  quoting  that 
Thetford  corset-maker,  Thomas  Paine,  “  not 
England,  but  all  Europe,  is  our  ‘Mother 
Country.’” 

Franklin,  as  the  clipping  and  trimming 
goes  on  and  word  and  phrase  are  failing — 
all  to  the  document’s  improvement — tells 
Jefferson  a  comic  story  of  that  man  whose 
sign  read,  “John  Thompson,  Hatter.  Hats 
made  and  sold  here”;  and  which  exposition 
found  criticism  and  popular  amendment 
until  it  was  changed  to  simple  “John 
Thompson,”  with  naught  save  a  foolish 
picture  of  a  hat  to  follow.  Jefferson  smiles 


a  bit  feebly;  he  is  only  thirty-three,  and  no 
one  may  sit  in  comfort  while  his  productions 
of  pen  are  edited. 

John  Adams  is  now  on  his  feet.  He  seeks 
strenuously  some  amendment,  liking  not  the 
sentence,  “All  men  are  created  equal.” 

“By  the  law  of  Nature,”  cries  Adams, 
“men  are  men  and  not  angels— men  and  not 
whales — men  and  not  lions — men  and  not 
eagles— that  is,  they  are  all  of  the  same 
si>ecies;  and  this  is  the  most  that  the  equality 
of  man  amounts  to.  A  physical  inequality, 
an  intellectual  inequality  of  the  most  serious 
kind  is  established  unchangeably  by  the 
Author  of  nature,  and  society  has  a  right  to 
establish  any  other  inequality  it  may  judge 
necessary  for  its  good.  ” 

But  nobody  agrees  with  Adams;  the 
phrase  is  preserved,  debate  wags  on,  while 
a  cambric-flapping  war  against  the  flies  pro¬ 
ceeds. 

Franklin  goes  from  delegate  to  delegate. 
His  work  is  done  by  conversation.  One 
overhears  him  whisper  as  he  encounters 
some  flicker  of  Toryism  in  Button  Gwinnett 
of  Georgia*  “Resistance  to  tjTants  is 
obedience  to  God,”  a  proverb  afterward  in 
the  mouth  of  Jefferson.  Franklin’s  is,  when 
all  is  told,  the  great  figure  on  the  floor;  so 
convincing  that  he  might  have  been  a  second 
Toscanelli,  to  teach  another  Columbxis  a 
paradox  and  to  reach  the  East  by  sailing 
to  the  West. 

Jefferson  and  John  Adams  still  sit  together 
pleasantly  enough  for  all  the  recent  assault 
by  Adams  on  the  equality  of  man.  And  the 
future  concerning  these  two  is  to  hold  a  won¬ 
derful  fact.  Fifty  years  from  that  day  both 
aretodie.  Adams,  a  man  who  reads  Johnson’s 
“Rambler”  fresh  from  the  press,  is  to  live  to 
enjoyScott’s  novels  and  Byron’s  “Don  Juan.” 
For  fifty  years  these  two,  Jefferson  and  John 
Adams,  will  be  left  like  sentinels  named  of 
Providence  guarding  their  work  of  liberty. 
Then,  as  though  with  a  half-century  of  safety 
the  last  peril  has  departed  the  scene,  their 
vigil  will  be  relieved. 

But  neither  forsees  the  end;  they  converse 
in  guarded  tones,  while  debate  presses. 

“Mr.  President,”  says  Jay,  who  rises  last, 
and  his  words  come  gravely  and  reluctantly, 
as  he  who  should  lay  down  one  evil  to  pick 
up  a  lesser,  “I  shall  give  my  word  and  my 
hand  to  the  adoption  of  the  Declaration  as 
amended.  I  would  not  pretend  to  that 
readiness  in  what  I  do  which  stands  forth, 
and  I  may  add,  nobly  forth,  in  the  attitude 
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of  the  honorable  president  and  his  colleagues 
of  Massachusetts.  It  is  not  a  lingering  Tory¬ 
ism  that  besets  me — it  is  no  fear  of  what  a 
future  may  hold.  But  I  come  of  a  colder 
strain  and  a  quieter  people,  perhaps,  than 
the  gentlemen  from  New  England.  They 
are  of  the  Ironsides 
— of  the  old  Crom¬ 
well  brood,  and  I  am 
not.  They  carry  re¬ 
bellion  in  their  blood 
and  sucked  in  de¬ 
fiance  of  kings  with 
the  milk  of  their 
mothers.  For  two 
centuries  their  fore¬ 
bears  have  been 
forging  them  for  free¬ 
dom— for  Republi¬ 
canism;  and  the  in¬ 
stinct  of  liberty  lives 
congenitally  within 
their  breasts.  In 
New  York  we  are 
more  conservative; 
we  part  slowly  with 
the  old,  and  our  first 
steps  toward  the 
new  are  doubtful  and 
uncertain.  It  is  a 
sentiment— a  rever¬ 
ence,  one  may  sup¬ 
pose,  for  whatever 
long  has  been.  And 
so  do  I  approach  this  hour  when  we  are 
to  strike  dead  our  existence  as  a  part  of 
England,  and  end  forever  our  subject  rela¬ 
tions  with  the  British  Crown.  Yet,  while  I 
.sorrow,  I  do  not  falter;  I  lay  aside  the  king 
for  the  people  and  take  my  place  as  an 
American^  subject  no  more  to  English  law. 
You  have  my  vote,  and  shall  have  my  hand 
to  this  Declaration;  I  shall  go  steadfastly 
)\ith  this  business  to  the  end,  and  let  that 
end  be  what  it  may.” 

And  now  comes  the  signing,  amid  jest  and 
quip  such  as  we  read  were  present  when 
(>omwell  and  Pym  and  their  Roundheads 
signed  that  other  Declaration  of  Independ¬ 
ence  a  century  and  a  third  ago. 

“John  Bull  may  read  that  without  spec¬ 
tacles,”  observes  Hancock  airily,  when,  as 
first  of  the  Congress,  he  sets  down  his  name. 
Later  he  says,  “Gentlemen,  we  must  hang 
together  in  this  affair.”  To  which  Franklin, 
who  has  pen  in  hand,  returns,  “  Sir,  if  we  do 
not  we  shall  all  hang  separately,”  and  so  he 


flourishes  off  “  Benjamin  Franklin  ”  as  though 
subscribing  a  letter.  When  Harrison  signs 
— “Bluff  Ben,”  whom  Adams  describes  as 
“a  luxurious,  heavy  gentleman” — he  turns 
to  the  meager  Gerry  with  the  word  that  when 
they  do  hang,  he  (Harrison)  will  have  so 
much  advantage  of 
his  avoirdupois  as  to 
die  instantly,  while 
poor  featherblown 
Gerry  will  perish 
miserably,  kicking 
and  strangling. 

And  now’,  when 
all  have  done,  there 
comes  adjournment; 
the  delegates  file 
forth  and  the  task  of 
American  Independ¬ 
ence  is  begun. 

“  The  best  law- 
givers,”  observes 
John  Adams,  en¬ 
thusiastically,  as  he 
leaves  the  hall  with 
Jefferson,  “the  best 
law’givers  of  an¬ 
tiquity  would  have 
rejoiced  to  live  at  a 
time  like  this,  when 
three  millions  of  free¬ 
men  are  for  a  first 
time  in  the  world’s 
history  deliberately 
choosing  their  government  and  institutions.” 

Jefferson,  with  high  brow  and  heart 
elate,  scarce  hears  his  companion’s  words. 
Adams,  w  ho  is  determined  that  none  of  his 
own  fine  surmises  shall  be  lost,  repeats  the 
thought.  Jefferson,  roused  to  reply,  agrees. 
Then  after  a  moment: 

“Liberty,”  he  says  with  fine  energy, 
“liberty  from  this  day  will  be  no  longer  a 
figment  but  a  fact.  The  world  will  recognize 
the  palpable  truth  that  the  mass  of  mankind 
were  not  born  with  saddles  on  their  backs, 
nor  a  favored  few,  booted  and  spurred, 
ready  to  ride  them  legitimately  by  the  grace 
of  God.” 

The  first  great  Democrat  was  born  on  his 
father’s  estate  of  Shadwell,  Virginia,  Aprii 
2,  1743  (old  style).  The  father,  Peter 
Jefferson,  was  of  Welsh  and  English  strain. 
The  original  Jefferson,  founder  of  the  family, 
w’as  early  and  prominent  enough  about 
Virginia  to  occur  in  .the  first  legislature  of 
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the  colony  in  1619.  The  Jeffersons  in 
England  were  of  yeoman  rank. 

Thomas  Jefferson  at  seventeen  was  tall, 
lank,  awkward,  mild  and  powerful,  with 
enormous  hands  and  feet;  he  owned  red  hair, 
green  eyes,  a  wide  mouthful  of  good  teeth, 
and  attended — thus  featured  and  equipped 
— the  William  and  Mary  University.  Here 
he  mastered  what  was  for  that  day  a  superb 
education,  and  at  odd  moments  played  dole¬ 
fully  a  yellow  violin  to  the  nightly  annoyance 
of  faculty  and  fellow  students.  After  college 
he  studied  law — and  love — at  Williamsburg, 
the  latter  science  with  a  beauty  named  Miss 
Burwell.  The  law  accepted  him,  but  the 
lady  did  not.  Whereupon  he  read  Ossian 
for  a  bruised  and  broken  heajt.  Later, 
combining  love  and  thrift,  he  gave  hand  and 
heart  to  Martha  Skelton,  a  young  widow, 
rich  and  beautiful.  The  wedding  took  place 
on  New  Year’s  Day,  1772. 

Although  Jefferson  was  by  nsl jre  literary 
rather  than  political,  and  would  nave  avoided 
office,  fate  ordained  that  he  should  first  and 
last  hold  place  in  the  Virginia  House  of 
Burgesses;  in  Congress;  as  Governor  of  Vir¬ 
ginia;  as  Envoy  to  France;  as  Washington’s 
first  ^retary  of  State ;  as  Vice-President  and, 
finally,  as  Pi^ident  of  the  United  States  for 
three  terms. 

While  in  the  County  Congress,  as  Chairman 
of  the  Committee  of  Five,  named  to  that 
momentous  end  in  the  house  of  a  friend  in 
Philadelphia,  with  whom  he  lodged,  Jefferson 
drafted  the  Declaration  of  Independence, 


and  by  this  great  work  his  name  will  live 
throughout  time. 

Jefferson  died  July  4,  1826,  in  his  eighty- 
third  year,  on  his  estate  of  Monticello.  On 
his  tomb^ne,  as  recording  those  three 
labors  by  which  he  pinned  his  faith  of  fame, 
is  inscribed: 

“Here  was  buried  Thomas  Jefferson,  author  of  the 
Declaration  of  American  Independence;  of  the  statute 
of  Virginia  for  religious  freedom;  and  father  of  the 
University  of  Virginia.” 

Jefferson’s  rule  as  President  was  marked 
by  the  embargo  against  English  trade,  the 
punishment  of  the  Barbary  pirates,  and  his 
earnest  attempts  to  gibbet  Aaron  Burr  on 
the  charge  of  tre&son. 

Jefferson  was  a  listener,  a  thinker,  a  reader 
and  a  writer.  As  an  orator  he  was  impos¬ 
sible  and  never  made  a  speech  in  his  life. 
But  from  the  day  when  as  a  lad  he  was 
swept  up  in  the  verbal  fires  of  Patrick  Henry, 
until  as  a  man  of  middle  age  he  sat  spellbound 
before  Mirabeau,  true  oratory  in  his  ears  was 
a  theme  of  music.  Born  a  patrician,  in  the 
Virginia  sense,  Jefferson’s  democracy  when 
it  did  arrive  was  of  the  rabid  sort;  and  he 
is  distinguished  as  a  pioneer  in  the  abandon¬ 
ment  of  buckles  for  shoelaces,  in  lengthening 
knee-breeches  to  the  present  hideous  length 
of  democratic  trousers,  in  combing  his  hair 
out  of  pigtail,  and  declining  flour  as  a  hair 
powder.  Wise  to  the  last  flicker  of  life’s 
candle,  the  old  age  of  Jefferson  knew  no 
dotage,  and  his  dying  words,  vibrant  with 
triumph,  were  “This  is  the  Fourth!” 


MONTICELLO  AS  IT  WAS  IN  JErFERSON’S  TIME. 
From  an  old  print. 


THE  WINNER  OF  A  SEVENTT-FIVE-TARDS  DASH. 


RECONSTRUCTION 


WHEN  Marion  Whitcomb  had  been  a 
school  teacher  in  Worcester  she  had 
been  painfully  conscious  of  the  fact 
that  between  her  and  the  goddess  Diana 
there  was  a  great  gulf  fixed — and  not  merely 
a  chronological  one.  But  she  had  not  sought 
to  bridge  it.  The  children  by  day  and  exam¬ 
ination  papers  by  night  made  it  plain  to 
her  that  her  best  plan  was  to  believe  in  the 
adage,  “Handsome  is  that  handsome  does.” 

When  she  became  her  eccentric  uncle’s 
heiress  the  matter  assumed  a  new  complexion. 
Marion  ardently  longed  herself  to  assume  a 
new  one.  The  figure  which  in  another 
decade  would  be  lumbering  answered  well 
enough  for  Marion  Whitcomb,  spinster 
teacher.  The  skin  inclining  a  little  to  sal¬ 
lowness,  the  lack-luster  hair,  the  general 
want  of  spontaniety  and  fire,  which  are  at  the 
very  core  of  beauty,  these  were  not  to  be 
warred  against  by  the  teacher.  But  for  a 
young  woman  of  unlimited  means  and 
leisure,  there  were  other  possibilities. 

She  did  not  go,  like  the  young  person  of 
fiction,  to  teachers.  She  had  studied  enough. 
If  her  French  smacked  a  little  of  Worcester, 
it  was  nevertheless  intelligible  in  Paris.  If 
her  piano-playing  was  uninspired,  it  was  at 
least  correct.  Of  Greek'  and  Latin  she  had 
enough. 

Nor  did  she  go  to  a  teacher  of  manners,  like 
other  suddenly  enriched  heroines  of  romance. 
Shades  of  the  Pilgrims  forbid !  If  her  code 
was  not  that  of  the  new  world  in  which  she 
was  to  move — then  the  new  world  must 
revise  ils  code.  It  was  quite  impossible 
that  a  descendant  of  the  Mayflower  should 
take  any  other  view  of  etiquette. 

So  she  came  to  New  York,  and  without  loss 
of  time  directed  her  feet  toward  a  gym¬ 
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nasium.  She  had  heard  of  resorts  where 
men,  worn  by  their  labors  or  their  dissipa¬ 
tions,  were  made  new;  where  the  wrinkles 
were  smoothed  from  their  brows,  the  bags 
ironed  out  from  under  their  eyes,  the  pasty 
skin  of  the  office  or  the  hotel  corridor  turned 
into  something  firm  and  ruddy.  She  looked 
for  a  place  where  women  also  might  be 
made  over,  though  their  physical  shortcom¬ 
ings  were  the  work  of  nature  and  the  school¬ 
room,  rather  than  the  stock-ticker  and  the 
barkeeper. 

She  had  some  difficulty  in  finding  such  an 
institution.  Gymnasiums  in  plenty  there 
were.  There  were  gynmasium  teachers 
who  promised  her  physical  perfection  under 
their  teaching,  in  periods  ranging  from  five 
weeks  to  as  many  years.  But  in  addition 
to  perfect  manners,  the  Pilgrims  have  be¬ 
queathed  to  their  descendants  a  modicum 
of  common  sense.  Marion  looked  at  these 
dispensers  of  beauty,  themselves  fat,  flabby, 
or  leatherlike  and  scrawny;  dull,  dispirited, 
or  nervous  and  hysterical.  She  continued 
her  quest.  She  fled  from  the  institute  of 
mechanical  massage  where,  dozing  in  a  chair, 
she  was  supposed  to  be  made  perfect  by  the 
action  of  numberless  little  wooden  balls 
operated  by  electricity.  She  shook  her  head 
at  the  representations  of  the  lady  who 
declared  bodily  perfection  to  be  attained 
by  reducing  the  mind  to  a  state  of  Buddha- 
like  contemplation.  The  asseverations  of 
the  gymnast,  who  maintained  that  in  stage¬ 
dancing  and  in  it  alone  are  to  be  found  the 
principles  of  perfect  development,  seemed 
to  her  unsound. 

In  the  course  of  time  she  came  to  a  gym¬ 
nasium  where  the  superintendent  was  a 
living  advertisement  for  the  method— a 
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tall,  well-proportioned  woman,  built  on 
Greek  lines,  yet  wearing  the  clothes  of  Paris 
without  anachronism.  To  her  Marion  spoke. 

“I  want  to  be  made  a  perfect  woman,” 
she  announced  bluntly.  “Can  you  help  me?” 

The  gymnasium  instructor  looked  her  over 
keenly. 

“I  think  that  I  can,”  she  said.  “But  I 
can’t  be  sure  until  after  you  have  been 
examined.  You  may  have  some  organic 
complaint  which  will  render  impossible  the 
exercises  necessary  for  perfection.” 

Thereupon  Marion  was  conducted  to  a 
dressing-room  where  she  donned  a  garment 
not  more  confining  than  those  which  statues 
wear.  Clad  in  that,  she  was  subjected  to  a 
variety  of  ordeals.  Her  breathing  capacity 
was  tried,  her  lifting  capacity,  the  strength 
of  her  arm  and  leg  muscles,  the  action  of  her 
heart,  the  condition  of  her  lungs.  Then  she 
was  taken  to  a  dark  room  and  put  through 
such  a  test  as  she  had  not  known  even  when 
she  first  assumed  glasses  to  read  and  write 
by. 

The  gymnasium  teacher  received  the  report 
on  the  candidate’s  condition  with  an  approv¬ 
ing  nod. 

“You’ll  do,”  she  said  succinctly.  “I  can 
help  you  a  great  deal,  provided  you  are  will¬ 
ing  to  obey  me.  ” 

Marion  stated  that  she  w'as  able  and  will¬ 
ing  to  pay  any  price  for  attaining  her  object. 
The  gymnasium  teacher  smiled. 

“It  is  a  question  of  time  and  obedience 
quite  as  much  as  of  money,”  she  said.  “In 
six  weeks  you  will  begin  to  feel  a  change  if 
you  follow  instructions  closely,  and  in  six 
months  your  tailors  and  your  dressmakers 
will  be  taking  new  measurements.  In  less 
than  six  months  your  old  friends  will  be 
telling  you  how  well  you  look.” 

“Or  how  well  prosperity  agrees  with  me,” 
interpolated  Marion. 

“  But  it  will  be  quite  a  year  before  strangers 
will  remark  what  a  stunning  looking  girl 
Miss  Whitcomb  is.  And  that,  I  take  it,  is 
what  you  desire.” 

Marion  laughed  and  nodded. 

“  -4re  you  willing  to  give  the  year  and  the 
obedience?”  asked  the  instructor. 

“I  am,”  solemnly  declared  the  aspirant 
for  beauty. 

She  was  conducted  through  the  gym¬ 
nasium.  It  was  a  large  building,  equipped 
with  all  the  latest  devices  for  heating  and 
ventilation.  On  the  low'est  floor  w'ere  four 
rooms  devoted  to  handball,  bowling  and 


squash.  Back  of  these  was  a  swimming-pool 
with  constantly  changing  water  playing 
green  against  its  marble  sides.  On  the 
next  floor  the  reception  room,  as  well  as 
lecture  rooms,  offices  and  reading-rooms. 
The  third  floor  was  devoted  to  the  exercise 
rooms.  These  were  broad,  long  and  light. 
Against  the  walls  were  flat  wicker  couches. 
One  room  had  a  heavily  matted  floor  for 
wTestling  and  tumbling.  A  billiard  room, 
a  running  track,  show'er  baths  and  lockers 
completed  the  working  establishment. 

Marion  became  an  inhabitant  of  this  insti¬ 
tution.  Not  only  her  exercises,  but  her  rest 
was  to  be  under  competent  direction.  Not 
only  W’as  she  to  be  taught  all  manner  of 
sports,  but  her  diet  w'as  equally  a  matter  of 
prescription. 

Renunciation,  she  discovered,  was  the  first 
step  toward  beauty.  The  number  of  things 
she  had  to  abstain  from  amazed  her.  She 
gave  up  desserts  and  candy,  she  gave  up 
thick  soup,  and  was  deprived  of  her  corsete 
for  a  time;  even  pillows  were  taken  away 
from  her.  The  habit  of  reading  in  bed, 
which  had  been  her  delight,  was  at  once 
repressed,  and  she  strove  diligently  to 
avoid  expressing  interest  in  conversation  by 
muscular  facial  contortions. 

She  was  first  taught  to  do  properly  what  she 
had  done  instinctively,  but  never  correctly, 
since  the  days  of  her  unconscious  childhood. 
She  was  taught  to  breathe.  It  was  in  order 
that  this  lesson  might  be  learned  that  cor¬ 
sets  W’ere  for  a  time  abandoned,  for  it  was  an 
axiom  of  the  w’ise  w’oman  to  whom  Marion 
had  gone  for  assistance  that  the  five-minute 
exercise  at  morning  or  at  night,  or  the  hour’s 
exercise  two  or  three  times  a  w’eek,  is  not 
what  counts  most  in  the  search  for  health 
and  beauty,  but  the  hour-by-hour  way  of  life. 

Marion  had  to  breathe  constantly,  there¬ 
fore  the  first  obstacle  to  perfect  breathing 
was  removed. 

She  was  awakened  every  morning  at  six 
o’clock  by  an  attendant,  who  brought  her, 
not  a  cup  of  coffee,  but  a  steaming  pint  of 
hot  water.  On  this  her  instructress  laid 
great  stress,  for  she  believed  with  the  cele¬ 
brated  stomach  specialist  that  two  quarts  of 
water  drunk  between  meals  would  cure  most 
of  the  digestive  ills  that  flesh  is  heir  to.  Then, 
for  five  minutes,  she  took  breathing  exer¬ 
cises  before  an  open  window,  standing  in 
heelless,  warm,  beffi’oom  shoes,  and  protect¬ 
ing  herself  against  the  cold  by  a  heavy  neg¬ 
ligee.  For  fifteen  minutes  more  she  went 
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through  a  series  of  light  gymnastic  exercises 
without  apparatus.  These  were  designed  to 
straighten  her  shoulders  somewhat  bent  by 
stooping  over  papers, and  exercises  to  broaden 
her  chest,  to  strengthen  her  back,  to  make  her 
joints  supple.  A  cold  bath  followed.  And 
Marion  learned  early  in  her  career  as  a 
beauty-seeker  that  the  bath  was  a  most 
important  aid.  It  was  followed  by  a  brisk 
rubbing,  which  brought  the  blood  to  the  sur¬ 
face  of  the  body,  refreshing  and  rejuvenating 
the  skin. 

After  this  her  hair  was  brushed  for  ten 
minutes,  not  haphazard  as  she  had  been  wont 
to  brush  it  in  the  days  of  her  school-teaching, 
but  almost  scientifically.  It  was  divided 
into  four  parts,  and  each  part  was  brushed 
from  root  to  end  in  long,  even,  gentle  but 
firm  strokes.  Then  it  was  dressed  in  the 
simplest  possible  manner. 

The  morning  costume  was  prescribed  as 
rigorously  as  the  morning  exercises.  Its 
chief  object  was  to  avoid  all  fettering  bands 
which  could  hinder  proper  breathing.  It 
consisted  of  China  silk  bloomers  and  a  short- 
skirt  suit,  with  low-heeled,  broad-toed  shoes. 
Arrayed  in  this,  Marion  sought  the  break¬ 
fast  table. 

The  breakfast  was  not  the  one  to  which 
Marion’s  New  England  training  had  inclined 
her.  There  were  no  doughnuts,  no  cakes. 
The  codfish  ball,  the  brown  bread  swimming 
in'  butter,  even  the  heavy  and  nutritious 
bean  were  no  longer  for  her.  She  inclined 
toward  over-stoutness.  Her  diet  therefore  ex¬ 
cluded  all  things  fattening.  She  had  a  tend¬ 
ing  toward  indigestion,  with  its  accompanying 
sallowness,  and  therefore  all  things  greasy 
were  banished.  Fruit  she  had,  toast  or 
zweiback,  eggs,  weak  tea  or  coffee,  both 
without  milk  or  sugar,  as  she  preferred. 
But  of  these  there  was  no  limit  placed  upon 
her  consumption.  Occasionally  a  broiled 
chop  or  piece  of  broiled  steak  replaced 
the  eggs,  but  these  were  served  in  so  many 
varied  forms  that  the  diet  did  not  seem 
monotonous. 

After  breakfast  she  rested  for  a  short  time. 
No  violent  exercise  was  ever  permitted 
immediately  following  a  meal.  Breakfast 
being  a  light  repast,  an  hour  only  elapsed 
between  it  and  the  horse  back  ride,  the  swim¬ 
ming  lesson  or  the  Turkish  bath.  Each  of 
these  Marion  had  twice  a  week.  The  two 
former  were  designed  to  exercise  her  muscles 
and  increase  the  circulation  of  her  blood. 
The  Turkish  baths  were  aimed  at  her  dingy 


complexion  and  her  over  -  avoirdupois.  A 
slender  girl  would,  have  taken  them  only 
once  a  fortnight;  or  had  there  been  any  indi¬ 
cation  of  heart  trouble  in  her  case  they  could 
not  have  been  permitted  at  all,  except  under 
medical  restrictions,  the  intense  heat  of  the 
hot  rooms  being  seriously  debilitating. 

Back  at  her  gymnasium  home,  Marion 
rested  until  luncheon.  She  did  not  rest  with 
a  book  in  her  hands,  or  a  bit  of  fancy  work, 
or  a  letter  pad,  as  had  once  been  her  custom. 
She  lay  flat  on  her  back  on  a  wicker  couch  in 
a  darkened  room.  No  collar  restricted  her 
neck,  no  bands  or  belts  her  waist.  She 
breathed  the  long,  deep  abdominal  breath 
she  had  been  taught  to  take,  until  she  some¬ 
times  fell  asleep.  And  always  after  an  hour 
of  this,  her  lassitude  disappeared. 

Luncheon  was  a  simple  meal.  Potatoes, 
macaroni,  beets  and  all  manner  of  starchy 
vegetables  were  denied  her.  But  of  spinach, 
lettuce,  tomatoes,  asparagus,  celery  and 
squash  she  was  given  all  her  appetite 
demanded.  The  meats  she  ate  were  either 
roasted  or  boiled.  Few  “made”  meat 
dishes  found  their  way  to  the  gymnastic 
table,  for  the  object  of  the  meals  was  to  give 
the  body  as  much  nutriment  as  possible 
without  overworking  the  stomach.  Of  des¬ 
serts,  fruits  either  raw  or  cooked  were  alone 
permitted.  The  training  table  of  a  college 
athlete  was  not  more  austere. 

After  the  necessary  interval  between 
luncheon  and  exercise,  Marion  went  to  the 
gymnasium  proper.  Here  for  an  hour  she 
went  through  exercises,  beginning  with  the 
simple  dumbbell  and  wand  movements 
known  to  all  school-children  and  developing 
gradually  into  intricate  and  complex  ma- 
noeuvers.  Some  afternoons  she  had  a  fencing 
lesson,  on  others  she  was  taken  to  a  golf 
course,  or  perhaps  a  driving  teacher  instructed 
her  in  the  gentle  art  of  guiding  a  pair 
of  spirited  ponies  among  the  confusion 
of  vehicles  on  Fifth  Avenue. 

Dinner  was  a  meal,  as  the  others  of  the  day 
had  been,  remarkable  for  the  things  she  wa.s 
denied.  Probably  this  renunciation  of  the 
edibles  for  which  she  cared  most  would  have 
been  extremely  distasteful  to  Marion  had  she 
been  obliged  to  make  it  in  a  company  where 
others  ate  what  they  pleased.  But  here 
there  were  no  temptations— all  fared  alike, 
for  the  head  instructress  conformed  to  the 
same  plain  regimen  she  prescribed  for  her 
pupils.  At  the  end  of  two  months  the  seeker 
after  perfection  began  to  be  a  different 
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woman.  Her  blood  flowed  so  much  more 
swiftly  and  steadily  through  her  veins,  her 
lungs  expanded  so  much  more  readily  as  she 
breathed,  her  step  was  so  much  more  springy 
and  buoyant— in  short,  she  felt  so  much 
better,  that  she  could  not,  if  she  would, 
quarrel  with  the  regimen  which  was  bringing 
her  vigor  and  in  its  wake  gladness. 

The  day’s  tasks  ended,  all  restrictions 
ceased.  Until  the  hour  of  nine  Marion’s 
time  was  her  own.  She  might  read  or  write 
letters,  or  play  on  the  excellent  grand  piano 
in  the  parlor  of  the  gymnasium,  or  take  a 
hand  at  whist  with  the  little  corps  of  in¬ 
structors.  But  at  nine  o’clock  the  seeker 
after  beauty  said  “good-night,”  and  retired 
to  her  airy  sleeping-room.  There  she  resigned 
herself  to  the  comforting  manipulations  of 
her  maid,  an  expert  masseuse.  She  was 
rubbed  with  alcohol;  then  her  limbs  were 
vigorously  kneaded  to  refresh  the  muscles 
strained  by  the  hard  exertions  of  the  day. 
Her  face  was  very  gently  rubbed  with  cocoa 
butter  to  feed  and  soften  the  skin.  Massage 
is  a  great  sleep  inducer,  for  it  diverts  the  blood 
from  the  brain,  promotes  an  even  circula¬ 
tion,  and  calms  the  nerves.  Delightfully 


soothed,  Marion,  before  she  was  aware,  had 
dropped  off  into  a  dreamless  sleep. 

On  the  last  night  of  her  twelvemonth 
ordeal,  Marion,  dressed  for  a  ball,  stood  in 
front  of  her  mirror.  It  reflected  a  tall, 
erect  woman,  whose  lithe  figure  and  easy 
poise  suggest^  supreme  health  and  strong 
muscles.  She  surveyed  her  arms,  now 
round  and  symmetrical  and  Arm  as  marble. 
The  curving  lines  of  the  shoulders,  the 
superb  fulness  of  the  chest,  the  tapering 
grace  of  the  waist,  the  clear  eyes,  the  tinge 
of  color  in  the  cheeks,  were  in  striking  con¬ 
trast  to  the  flabby,  corpulent  figure  and 
hollow  face  she  had  brought  to  the  gym¬ 
nasium.  Now  she  had  control  of  herself. 
She  walked  lightly,  buoyantly,  swiftly. 
She  breathed  deeply,  and  her  blood  flowed 
strenuously  in  her  veins.  The  image  that 
confronted  her  was  certainly  a  reconstructed 
Marion  Whitcomb. 

At  the  ball,  as  Miss  Whitcomb  stood  talk¬ 
ing  to  her  chaperon,  she  heard  a  man  stand¬ 
ing  a  little  way  off,  who  had  just  pointed  her 
out  to  his  companion,  say: 

“Who  is  that  stunning  looking  young 
woman?” 


LIFE’S  PEHFE(T1()X. 

By  Alkkkt  \V.  Bakkek. 


IFT  the  bent  brow  and  tired  eyes 

Beyond  the  fingers’  ends;  fret  not  too  much 
With  works  another  generation’s  touch 
Shall  lay  with  everything  that  dies. 

For  life  of  perfect  strength  must  fuse 
The  gains  of  many  gifts,  and  toil  be  blent 
With  awe,  with  love  and  knowledge  reverent. 
Each  in  its  place  and  measured  use. 


dan  FLYNT’S  “BOOST.” 

Bt  Holman  F.  Day. 

ffly  Author  of  “  I'p  in  Maine,”  etc. 

yn  TIP  the  slope  of  the  birch-bordered 
MQ  U  highway  a  white  horse  pudged 
Ba^  with  rolling  gait,  drawing  an  old  man 
in  a  farm  wagon.  There  was  no 
sound  except  the  chitter  of  a  chip¬ 
munk  on  the  wall  and  the  snarl  of 
a  catbird  in  the  thicket.  Suddenly  a 
surprising  apparition  swung  into  sight 
ahead— a  tousle-headed  youngster  astride 
a  rattling  contrivance  composed  of  a 
barrow-wheel  and  a  spinning-wheel  geared 
together,  the  spinning  wheel  “track¬ 
ing”  its  smaller  neighbor.  The  horse  gave 
one  wild  glare  of  astonishment  at  the 
spectacle,  crouched,  backed,  “cramped” 
the  wheel,  and  turned  cart  and  old  man 
bottomside-up  in  the  gutter.  The  boy,  with 
a  startled  yell,  sheered  off,  bumped  against  a 
wayside  boulder,  and  fell  into  the  bushes. 

In  an  instant  the  old  man  was  out  from 
under  the  cart  and  the  next  moment  he  had 
the  boy  by  the  collar,  roaring,  “Consarn  ye 
for  a  tew-legged  young  land  pirut!  Ye’re 
alius  doin’  suthin’,  scarin’  bosses  and  raisin’ 
Tophet.  I’ll  fix  ye!” 

Still  twisting  his  hand  in  the  boy’s  collar, 
he  tore  a  withe  from  a  nearby  bush  and 
began  to  stripe  the  howling  youngster  with 
all  the  strength  of  his  arm. 

“  Ye’ve  c’rupted  all  the  boys  in  the  neigh¬ 
borhood  with  your  notions  and  tricks,” 
panted  the  old  man.  “Hain’t  a  woman  in 
the  town  o’  Sangerville  is  willin’  to  have  ye 
play,  with  her  boys.”  The  switch  vigor¬ 
ously  emphasized  the  old  man’s  disfavor. 
“There,  blame  ye,  take  that  wallopin’  and 
see  if  ye  can  keep  your  machines  out  o’  the 
public  highways  after  this.” 

Throwing  the  weeping  boy  to  one  side,  the 


angry  man  strode  to  the  makeshift  bicycle 
and  jumped  upon  it,  crushing  the  spokes 
and  framework  beneath  his  heavy  boots. 
He  trotted  away,  leaving  the  lad  surrounded 
by  the  pathetic  debris  and  sobbing  with 
heartrending  gulps.  He  was  still  chok¬ 
ing  with  dry  little  sobs  when  another  man 
drove  up. 

“Wal,  sonny,  ye  don’t  look  so  happy  as 
that  'ere  squirrel  that’s  laughin’  jest  behind 
ye.” 

The  boy  looked  up  and  then  stared 
mistily  down  at  his  red-ridged  bare  legs. 

“  Up  and  out  with  it,  bub !  What  ails  ye? 
Hain’t  no  boo-hooin’  ’lowed  on  this  ro’d. 
This  is  Sunshine  Street.  If  ye  want  to  cry 
go  ’long  down  on  Snufiler  Av’noo.  What’s 
the  trouble?” 

“Mister  Graves  licked  me  and  busted  my 
thingum-a-jig,”  the  boy  snuffled  through 
his  sobs. 

“Did — he — ,  though!”  in  tones  of  com¬ 
miseration.  “What  for?” 

“Scart  his  boss.” 

“What  was  it — that  tew-wheeled  jigger  I 
see’d  ye  ridin’  on  a  few  days  ago  along  here?” 

“Er-har,  and  that’s  it  layin’  there  and  I 
worked  on  it  two  months  and  there  hain’t 
no  more  wheels  where  them  come  from.” 
Again,  as  his  desolate  prospects  occurred  to 
him,  the  boy  fell  to  weeping. 

“Now  hush  that  up  or  ye’ll  scare  my  boss, 
too,  ”  blustered  the  kindly  interrogator. 
“There’s  nothin’  that  starts  him  like 
bellerin’.  Sime  Graves  didn’t  have  no 
bus’ness  to  bust  yoxir  whatever-ye-call-it, 
but  now  it's  done  there  ain’t  no  use  bellerin’. 
Don’t  go  through  life  cryin’  'bout  things, 
youngster;  but  I  wisht  I’d  a-taken  a  good 
look  the  other  day  at  that  whee-jigger  o’ 
yourn.  What  was  it?” 

“Well,  I  rigged  up  two  wheels,  one  before 
the  other,”  explained  the  boy,  his  interest 
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bringing  him  out  of  his  grief.  “The  big 
wheel  was  behind,  and  I  had  a  belt  on  the 
hub  of  it  and  run  it  by  foot  power.  Ye 
could  sail  right  along  on  it  pretty  good,  I 
tell  ye,  mister.” 

“Ileckin  ye  could.  Kind  o’  velocipede 
thing,  hey?” 

“It  looked  something  like  pictures  of  ’em 
I’ve  seen,  but  I  never  knew  of  a  velocipede 
like  mine  with  a  belt  runnin’  to  the  hind 
wheel.” 

“I  swan  it  sounds  kind  o’  ingenious,” 
exclaimed  the  man.  “Hain’t  ye  one  of 
them  poorer-’ n-produc  Maxim  boys?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“  Kind  o’  take  a-leanin’  to  tools,  don’t  ye?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“Would  ye  like  to  have  a  chance  to  git 
into  a  place  where  ye  can  git  holt  of  all  the 
tools  ye  need?” 

“Yes,  sir;  very  much.” 

“Wal,  ye  run  home  and  tell  your  folks 
that  Dan  Flynt  wants  an  apprentice  in  his 
carriage  shop,  and  if  they’re  willin’  for  ye  to 
come  and  work  for  me,  be  ’round  to-morrer 
roomin’  bright  and  early.” 

And  the  boy  was  there  in  the  mornkig. 

As  he  and  his  employer  worked  side  by 
side  that  first  day,  Flynt  talked  the  “man 
talk”  with  him  as  though  the  youngster 
were  a  veteran.  The  boy’s  eyes  glistened, 
and  little  by  little  he  let  out  his  plans  and 
his  crude  aspirations.  The  carriage  builder 
knew  the  family  as  one  that  had  always 
been  unfortunate — a  family  that  had  been 
a  pioneer  in  the  Maine  woods,  had  struggled 
in  cut-downs  and  clearings,  but  had  failed 
of  being  forehanded. 

“I  reckon,  youngster,”  he  said  one  day, 
“that  the  trouble  ^ith  your  folks  has  been 
they’ve  been  tryin’  to  use  machinery  brain 
to  fertilize  handwork  potaters.  You’ve  got 
a  father  that  can  out-figger  any  one  in  town 
on  the  barn  door,  but  he  don’t  git  the  crops. 
Yom  crowd  hain’t  farmers  and  never  will  be. 
Jest  you  stay  with  Dan  Flynt  for  a  while 
and  see.  if  ye  can’t  strike  out  a  new  family 
lead  I  reckon  it’s  in  ye.  When  a  new  idee 
hits  ye,  don’t  be  bashful  about  speakin’  of  it. 
Ye  hain’t  goin’  to  be  no  slave  here  with  Dan 
Flynt.  If  ye  feel  a  hankerin’  to  wTassle  with 
the  tools  on  your  ow'n  hook  once  in  awhile. 
I’ll  cut  a  noonin’  short  and  make  up  what  ye 
don’t  do.” 

In  a  few  months  Dan  Flynt  w'as  bragging 
about  his  apprentice. 

“Smart!  He’s  quicker’n  scat,  mind  and 


body,  ”  he  declared.  “  T’other  day  when  I 
was  out  of  the  shop  a  man  come  in  to  see 
me.  Boy  told  me  about  it  when  I  got  back. 
‘Ought  to  asked  his  name,’  says  I.  ‘For¬ 
got  it,'  says  he,  ‘  ’cause  I  was  so  busy  workin’. 
But  here’s  what  he  looked  like.’  And  he 
took  a  spoke  brush  and  in  tew  minutes  he 
had  drawed  that  man’s  face  so  slick  that  I 
knew  right  off  that  it  was  old  Jeff  Dinslow. 
Awhile  ago  he  painted  a  squirrel  on  the 
dasher  of  my  pung,  and  that  design  has  took 
so  well  that  ev’ry  man  that’s  had  a  sleigh 
painted  at  our  place  had  to  have  that  squir¬ 
rel  on  his  dasher.  The  curi’s  thing  is  he 
lays  all  his  git-up-and-git  to  me  ’cause  1 
took  him  in  and  giv’  him  tools  to  work  with. 
Cat’s  foot!  The  man  that  would  see  a 
smart  youngster  like  that  and  not  give  him  a 
hail  and  a  boost  would  be  a  mighty  mean 
critter.” 

But  despite  his  employer’s  vigorous  dis¬ 
claimers,  the  boy  knew  how  much  the 
kindly  counsel,  the  constant  approbation  in 
the  gentle  face  and  the  sunshine  in  the 
benignant  gray  eyes  meant  in  the  way  of 
encouragement. 

And  when  at  last  the  day  of  destiny  came 
and  the  work-stained  palm  was  laid  on  the 
youngster’s  shoulder,  and  when  the  voice, 
trembling  with  deep  feeling,  said,  “  Bub,  it’s 
time  for  ye  to  git  into  a  bigger  place  than 
my  little  carriage  shop,”  the  boy  knew  it 
was  the  truth  and  for  the  best.  But  he 
demurred  and  said  that  now  when  at  last 
he  could  be  of  some  real  use  to  his  employer 
he  felt  that  he  ought  to  stay. 

“Ye  shan’t  do  no  sech  thing,”  roared 
Flynt  with  assumption  of  anger.  “I  won’t 
have  ye  ’round  here.  Ye’re  gittin’  so  many 
big  schemes  and  notions  in  your  head  ye 
hain’t  w'uth  a  copper  bung-down  in  a  country 
carriage  shop.  Ye’re  more  off-set  than 
good  and  I  shan’t  have  ye  round.” 

He  did  not  return  to  that  little  Piscataquis 
County  town  in  Maine  until  his  hair  was 
white  and  his  beard  silver.  When  he  came 
he  brought  a  stately  wife  from  across  the  sea 
and  he  abode  for  weeks  beneath  the  humble 
roof-tree  of  his  old  employer. 

The  newspapers  made  note  of  the  fact 
that  “Sir  Hiram  Maxim,  of  England,  is 
passing  a  few  weeks  in  Maine  at  the  home 
of  Daniel  Flynt  in  Piscataquis  County.” 

There  were  many  who  wondered  why  the 
great  gunmaker  and  inventor  had  buried 
himself  in  the  country  during  his  stay  in 
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America.  Sir  Hiram  and  Dan  Flynt  under¬ 
stood,  however. 

One  evening,  when  all  the  medals  were 
spread  out  on  the  patchwork  quilt  in  the 
spare  room  and  after  Sir  Hiram  had  been 
pointing  out  which  came  from  the  Queen 
of  England,  which  from  the  Czar  and  which 
from  the  other  potentates  of  Europe, 
through  all  the  glittering  list,  he  leaned 
back  and  his  big  brown  eyes  grew  luminous 
in  retrospection. 

“Dan,”  he  said,  “you  and  I  made  a  pretty 
good  start  together  when  you  boosted  me 
into  usefulness  off  that  wayside  rockpile. 
But  the  lift  was  so  sudden  that  I  clean  forgot 
to  perfect  one  invention  that  might  have 
been  our  biggest  hit.  Do  you  remember  it  ?” 

“  I  swanny  I  can't  say  as  I  do,  Hiram,  ” 
Flynt  returned  with  a  puzzled  look. 

“You  remember  the  day  you  found  me 
sitting  beside  the  road  in  Sangerville  crying 
my  heart  out  after  old  Graves  had  licked 
me?” 

“Never’ll  forgit  that,  Hiram.” 

“Well,  that  contrivance  strewed  around 
me  that  day  represented  the  model  of  the 
first  safety  bicycle  that  ever  had  power 
applied  to  the  rear  axle.  And  I  was  thirty 
years  ahead  of  the  times  with  it.  ” 

“And  there  I  was  workin’  ye  ha’f  to  death 
with  a  draw  shave  and  a  paint  brush,” 
exclaimed  Flynt  with  deep  self-reproach. 

“No,  Uncle  Dan,  you  were  making  a 
bare-legged,  ragged  little  chap  feel  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life  that  he  had  something 
in  his  head  to  keep  his  hands  busy.  What  I 
have  built  is  on  the  foundation  you  laid.  ” 

“And  after  all,  Hiram,”  said  the  old  man 
after  a  pause,  “  ye  hain’t  ever  seen  the  time 
that  ye  needed  bicycle  patents.  ” 

Their  eyes  sought  the  decorations  spread 
on  the  quilt. 


Bt  Will  Patne. 

Author  qT  “  The  Story  (tf  Era ''  etc. 

RINER  was  the  most  exasperating  of  all 
Doctor  Justin’s  patients.  This  was 
not  because  he  seldom  paid  the  bill.  Others 
shared  that  distinction.  But  Riner  had 
been  two  years  at  a  freshwater  college;  he 
had  a  great  memory  for  words,  and  a  ^nt 


for  the  most  miscellaneous  and  aimless 
reading.  He  knew  the  terminologies  and 
the  contents  of  various  medical  journals 
much  better  than  the  busy  physician  him¬ 
self. 

Riner  was  a  small,  spectacled,  slatternly 
sort  of  man,  with  sandy  hair,  freckles  and  a 
receding  chin,  and  all  the  stubbornness  of 
a  weak  will.  Slim,  pale  Mrs.  Riner  and  the  four 
young  Riners  required  a  good  deal  of  medical 
attention,  and  they  had  fallen  to  Doctor 
Justin  out  of  the  proper  order  of  things. 
When  they  moved  into  the  small  third-floor 
flat  around  onWilliams  Street,a  bureau  fell  on 
the  enterprising  second  Riner  girl,  who  had 
climbed  into  the  movers’  van  against  orders. 
Somebody  happened  to  remember*  Doctor 
Justin,  and  despatched  a  messenger,  who 
caught  the  physician  just  as  he  was  climbing 
into  his  carriage.  Doctor  J ustin’s  practice  lay 
quite  in  the  opposite  direction — along  the 
boulevard  and  on  the  lake  shore,  for  his 
name  stood  high  and  his  bills  were  high,  too. 

He  followed  the  messenger,  found  a  small 
flat  strewn  with  the  wreckage  of  newly 
moved-in,  shabby  furniture,  a  distracted 
mother,  three  awestricken,  tearful  children 
on  their  legs,  including  the  youngest,  aged 
four,  and  the  pain-racked  girl  on  an  impro¬ 
vised  pallet  of  rugs  and  sofa  pillows.  He 
made  an  examination,  called  up  his  coach¬ 
man,  took  off  his  coat  and  set  up  a  bed,  and 
when  he  left  at  noon,  miles  behind  in  his 
long  list  of  calls,  he  had  one  bedroom 
pretty  well  settled  and  a  nurse  in  charge. 
He  went  without  luncheon  and  ate  a  cold 
dinner  that  day,  and  drove  to  the  Riners’ 
for  his  first  call  In  the  morning. 

Then  he  met  Mr.  Riner,  who  casually 
explained  that  the  confusion  of  moving 
made  him  so  nervous  that  he  always  kept 
away — it  unfitted  him  for  work. 

Doctor  Justin  was  a  large,  full-blooded, 
heady  man.  “It’s  fortunate  Mrs.  Riner 
isn’t  so  nervous,  ”  he  observed,  looking  hard 
at  the  man  who  had  to  keep  away  from 
nerve-hurting  things.  The  frail  woman 
stood  by,  drying  her  tired  hands  on  her 
apron,  her  pale  face  turning  anxiously  to  the 
doctor  and  admiringly  to  her  husband. 

“What  do  you  make  of  the  case,  doctor?” 
said  the  chinless  father,  looking  at  the 
physician  as  though  about  to  engage  in 
an  interesting  argument. 

“Why,  there  are  no  bones  broken,”  said 
the  physician;  “the  only  bad  pcssibility  is 
of  an  injury  to  the  knee  joint.  ” 
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Riner  pushed  out  his  stubby  red  mustache 
thoughtfully.  “I  inferred  from  your  treat¬ 
ment  that  you  thought  so,”  he  said  calmly. 

“But  now - ”  and  then  he  poured  forth 

a  flood  of  scientific  terms,  a  technical 
harangue  such  as  Doctor  Justin  had  scarcely 
heard  since  he  left  college  twenty-five  years 
before.  The  man  had  every  awkward  word 
in  the  books  and  twenty  leading  cases  at 
his  tongue’s  end.  “There’s  that  article  of 
Schenck’s  now — a  masterly  thing.  I  brought 
it  up  and  read  it  over  last  night.”  He 
lifted  a  fat,  yellow-bound  magazine  from  a 
littered  table  and  offered  it. 

Doctor  Justin  glanced.  “I  don’t  read 
German,”  he  said  curtly. 

“Oh,  that’s  a  pity.  But  of  course  you’ll 
get  something  of  it  in  English  by  and  by. 
Of  course,  doctor,  if  you  feel  certain  of  your¬ 
self,  I  am  inclined  to  take  your  judgment.” 

The  successful,  locally  famous  physician, 
long  accustomed  to  speaking  as  spoke  the 
centurion  and  ordering  his  rich  patients 
about  like  children,  merely  stared.  He 
hated  to  lose  his  temper,  for  it  disturbed  his 
mind.  But  he  felt  that  he  was  losing  it  now. 
It  was  on  the  tip  of  his  tongue  to  say,  “Call 
in  another  physician.  ”  He  had  been  aware 
of  little  Mrs.  Riner  listening  with  uncompre¬ 
hending  but  doting  admiration  while  her 
husband  delivered  himself.  Now  in  the 
pause  while  he  struggled  with  his  temper 
he  heard  her  voice  saying  with  timid  anxiety, 
“Shall  I  get  the  two  kinds  of  bandages 
to-day,  then,  doctor?” 

Before  Riner  appeared — it  seemed  that  he 
had  been  eating  his  breakfast — she  had  asked 
the  doctor  with  a  sort  of  indescribable 
appeal  whether  she  couldn’t  let  the  nurse  go 
at  the  end  of  the  week.  “  I  feel  sure  I  could 
take  proper  care  of  Martha,  and  our  expenses 
are  so  heavy,”  she  had  said. 

So  when  he  spoke  it  was  to  her,  “  I  have  a 
lot  of  the  bandages  at  the  office.  I’ll  send 
some  over.  I  don’t  believe  you  could  get 
them  at  the  drug  store.  ” 

And  that  was  the  way  with  Riner.  It 
transpired,  after  a  time,  that  one  of  the  half- 
dozen  starveling  jobs  which  he  intermittently 
pursued  was  to  get  up  circulars  for  a  fake 
patent  medicine  house.  He  was  a  scholar 
and  willing  to  do  anything  scholarly. 

After  this  there  were  plenty  of  calls 
upon  Doctor  Justin’s  professional  ser\'ices, 
and  he  always  respond^,  giving  rather  more 
of  drugs  and  appliances,  to  say  nothing  of  his 
valuable  time,  than  he  ever  got  out  of  Riner 


in  money.  And  every  time  Riner  argued. 
He  was  fuller  of  arguments  than  a  puppy  is  of 
tricks.  He  launched  his  interminable  store 
of  scientific  terms.  He  seemed  to  have  a 
kind  of  dusty  glee  in  entangling  the  physician 
in  hard  words.  He  appeared  to  read  every¬ 
thing.  Doctor  Justin  secretly  accused  him  of 
taking  pleasure  in  his  wife’s  and  children’s 
illnesses  for  the  opportunities  they  gave  him 
to  dispute.  To  this  chinless  father  the 
patient  seemed  to  be  simply  a  subject  for 
discourse,  while  to  the  hard-worked  physician 
it  was,  above  all,  a  suffering  human. 

So  Riner  exasperated  Doctor  Justin  to  such 
a  degree  that  there  was  a  fascination  in  it. 
The  doctor  had  to  try  it  again  just  to  see 
whether  it  was  really  as  bad  as  he  had 
thought.  In  bitterness  of  spirit  he  admitted 
that  he  was  prejudiced  against  Riner,  who, 
after  all,  was  nothing  worse  than  shallow 
and  rather  selfish.  Certainly  his  wife 
thought  him  a  paragon,  and  his  children 
were  decently  fond  of  him.  He  had  to  admit 
that  Riner  had  read  an  amazing  lot.  When, 
in  his  innocent  glee  over  that  indulgence, 
he  incautiously  mentioned  some  ventures  in 
the  way  of  first  editions,  Riner  at  once  told 
him  more  about  bibliography  than  he  had 
ever  dreamed  of.  Taking  him  on  this 
ground,  where  the  good  doctor  was  rather  at 
sea  at  best,  Riner  fairly  deluged  him  until  he 
had  not  even  an  Ararat  to  stand  on. 

Then  Bobbie  Riner,  the  youngest,  having 
reached  the  discreet  age  of  six,  climbed  on 
the  railing  of  the  third-story  porch  and  fell 
off. 

“The  hip  has  undoubtedly  been  injured,” 
said  Doctor  Justin  to  Riner,  the  third  day. 

“But  do  you  think  it’s  the  hip,  now, 

doctor?  There’s - ”  and  the  flood  began. 

There  was  So-and-So’s  journal,  now,  just 
published  in  Paris;  and  here  were  the  right 
symptoms— in  short,  wasn’t  it  the  spine 
instead  of  the  hip  that  was  hurt?  For — 
and  a  tangle  of  scientific  terms  followed. 

“Nevertheless,  it’s  the  hip  we’ll  treat,” 
said  Doctor  Justin,  decisively. 

“Well,  you  can  treat  it,”  said  Riner  cheer¬ 
fully;  “but  I’m  convinced  you’re  wrong.” 

The  treatment  continued;  but  the  case 
proved  baffling.  Two  w’eeks,  four  weeks, 
six  weeks  passed.  ’Bobbie,  very  small  and 
white  and  suffering,  lay  on  the  pillow  and 
looked  dully  up  at  the  physician’s  intent, 
frowning  face.  Clearly  this  would  not  do. 

“You’ll  find,  doctor,  it’s  as  I  tell  you,” 
Riner  broke  in. 
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“Oh,  thunder!”  Doctor  Justin  snorted 
angrily;  then  shut  his  lips  over  the  rest. 
He  had  never  until  that  moment  really 
appreciated  Riner’s  possibilities  for  being 
detestable. 

He  called  in  a  famous  specialist  and  there 
was  a  consultation.  A  second  famous 
specialist  was  called  in  and  there  was  another 
consultation. 

The  next  day,  being  the  day  but  one  before 
Christmas,  Mrs.  Justin  came  upon  her 
husband  in  the  library  with  four  insignificant 
looking  books  in  his  hand. 

“Edward,  what’s  the  matter  with  you?” 
she  said,  with  the  air  of  a  good  wife  who  has 
let  things  go  as  long  as  her  sense  of  duty  will 
permit. 

Doctor  Justin  sat  down  and  pas.sed  his 
hand  over  his  brow. 

“It’s  that  Riner  boy’s  case,  Jane,”  he 
answered.  “I  was  dead  WTong  in  my 
diagnosis.  The  injury  was  to  the  spine,  as 
that  jackass  Riner  said;  not  to  the  hip,  as  I 
said.  Of  course  it  was  the  merest  chance— a 
thing  that  might  happen  once  out  of  a  million 
times.  He  didn’t  really  know  any  more 
about  it  than  that  bookcase,  and  I  knew  a 
good  deal.  Yet  I  suppose  it’s  my  duty  to 
tell  him.  I’ve  meant  to— but  I’m  not  going 
to.  I’m  going  to  send  him  my  first  editions 
as  a  Christmas  present.  ” 


Bt  Frederick  Trevor  Hill. 

Author  of  “  The  Minority,"  etc. 


i  ^  ORDON  told  us  this  story  about 
^  Carteret  one  evening  in  the  club  cor¬ 
ner  shortly  after  the  distinguished  lawyer 
died.  There  was  nothing  in  the  conversa¬ 
tion  which  led  up  to  the  tale  to  justify  me  in 
thinking  it  referred  to  Carteret,  and  perhaps 
my  guess  w'ould  never  have  been  confirmed 
had  it  not  been  for  Mason’s  assertiveness. 

The  story,  as  I  remember  it,  ran  something 
like  this: 

The  Christmas  dance  at  the  Country  Club 
had  lasted  until  the  “wee  sma’  hours”  of  the 
morning,  when  trains  to  town  were  few  and 
far  between,  and  the  poker  party,  inaugu¬ 
rated  as  a  stop-gap,  ran  far  beyond  its  time 
limit.  Therefore,  when  Gordon  reached  his 
rooms  and  found  a  note  instructing  him 


to  appear  for  his  client.  The  Merchants’ 

Telegraph  Company,  in  the  -  District 

Police  Court  at  9  A.  M.,  he  had  barely  time  to 
reach  the  court  before  the  calendar  was 
called.  However,  as  the  courtroom  was 
cold  no  one  suspected  that  his  long  overcoat 
concealed  a  dress  suit.  But  Gordon  was 
unpleasantly  conscious  of  it  as  he  stood  near 
the  Judge’s  desk  and  watched  the  long  line 
of  prisoners  file  acro5!s“the  Bridge.”  There 
was  nothing  new  to  him  in  the  sight  of  those 
miserables.  He  had  seen  them — or  others 
like  them — arraigned  on  that  bridge  dozens 
of  times.  It  is  not  a  cheerful  picture  under 
any  circumstances,  but,  contrasted  with  the 
light  and  laughter  and  music  of  the  Country 
Club,  it  suggested  uncomfortable  compari¬ 
sons.  Gordon  studied  the  sickly  faces, 
noted  the  blotched  complexions  and  the 
bleary,  tired  eyes,  and  read  in  them  the  story 
of  wasted  and  wasting  lives.  He  knew  the 
advisability  of  controlling  police  court  sym¬ 
pathy,  but  this  morning  was  an  exception, 
and  he  permitted  himself  to  moralize. 

Had  those  unfortunates  all  had  a  fair 
chance  in  life?  Was  that  battered  and 
tattered  creature  over  there  solely  responsi¬ 
ble  for  his  condition?  Would  that  hard- 
faced  girl  with  the  damp,  draggled  skirt, 
leaning  against  the  wall,  be  in  that  line  if 
her  circumstances  had  been  a  little — ever  so 
little — different?  What  was  the  distinction 
between  the  dissipated-looking  young  fellow 
nearing  the  bridge  and  the  befuddled 
gentlemen  who  were  probably  still  in  the 
card-room  of  the  Country  Club? 

A  policeman  roughly  jostled  some  of  the 
prisoners  near  Gordon,  swearing  fiercely  at 
them  under  his  breath,  and  the  lawyer 
quietly  protested. 

“Aw,  they’re  nothin’  but  bums!”  was  the 
whispered  answer. 

A  white-haired  old  woman,  soiled  and 
ragged  to  the  point  of  filth,  and  so  feeble  that 
she  could  not  ascend  the  bridge,  stood 
beneath  the  Judge’s  desk. 

“Vagrancy,”  reported  the  officer. 

The  Judge  gave  a  quick  glance  of  recogni¬ 
tion  at  the  squalid  figure. 

“Ten  days,  Mary,”  he  ordered. 

A  protesting  mutter  caught  his  ear. 

“  What  does  she  say,  officer?”  she  asked. 

The  policeman  bent  down  to  the  prisoner. 

“  She  says  won’t  you  please  give  her  three 
months,”  he  reported. 

“I  said  ten  days,”  answered  the  Judge 
impatiently.  “  Tell  her  it’s  only  ten.  ” 
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The  officer  stooped  and  whispered  again. 

“She  says  won’t  you  please  give  her  more, 
your  Honor.  Says  she’s  nowhere  to  go  and 
ten  days’ll  turn  her  out  in  cold  weather. 
Wants  your  Honor  to  remember  it’s  near 
Christmas  time,’’ the  man  added  with  a  grin. 

“Make  it  three  months,’’  corrected  the 
magistrate,  not  unkindly,  but  without 
smiling. 

Police  courts  unsettle  one’s  sense  of  humor. 

The  dissipated-looking  young  man  whom 
Gordon  had  previously  noticed  was  facing 
the  Judge.  He  nodded  at  the  question 
“Is  that  your  name?’’  and  leaned  in¬ 
differently  against  the  railing  of  the  bridge. 
He  was  shabbily  dressed,  dirty  and  dis¬ 
hevelled.  But  there  was  something  in 
his  attitude  which  showed  a  spirit  of  self- 
respecting  independence  just  verging  upon 
defiance.  Gordon  had  noted  the  flash  of  his 
eyes  when  a  policeman  had  hastened  him 
forward  with  a  push.  Few  of  the  herd 
resent  handling — not  many  of  them  notice 
it,  and  Gordon  concluded  that  the  man  was 
not  yet  accustomed  to  police  court  famili¬ 
arity. 

Intoxication  and  disorderly  conduct  was 
the  charge,  and  the  complainant,  a  fed-faced, 
bull-necked  individual,  was  present  to  sup¬ 
port  it.  What  had  the  prisoner  to  say? 

Nothing  much.  He  had  stopped  at  the 
complainant’s  stable  and  begged  a  lodging 
for  his  dog.  It  was,  it  appeared,  more 
difficult  to  house  one’s  dog  than  to  take 
care  of  one’s  self  when  very  out-at-elbows. 
Most  people  seem  to  think  a  poor  man 
shouldn’t  own  a  dog.  The  prisoner  had 
slept  in  the  public  square  for  two  nights 
because  no  lodging-house  would  receive  him 
and  the  dog,  too.  So  he  had  addressed  the 
stable  man  very  civilly.  “  Go  to  the  devil !  ’’ 
was  the  answer.  The  prisoner  suggested 
that  the  complainant  meant  “come,”  but 
admitted  his  authority  to  issue  the  invita¬ 
tion.  Whereupon  the  complainant  kicked 
at  the  dog  and  missed  him,  and  the  prisoner 
struck  at  the  stable  man  and  didn’t  miss 
him.  That  was  all  there  was  to  it  except 
that  he  had  had  a  few  drinks  at  the  nearest 
saloon.  You  have  to  have  rum  in  you  for 
a  night  on  the  benches  in  December. 

Had  he  ever  been  arrested  before?  Yes, 
he  had — once  for  being  drunk  and  once  for 
stealing  a  ride  on  the  cars. 

The  answer  was  given  with  most  impru¬ 
dent  defiance. 

“Ten  dollars—” 


“  I  haven’t  got  a  cent.  Judge.  ” 

“ — Or  ten  days.” 

“Get  down— step  lively!” 

“Wait  a  moment,  officer!” 

Gordon  exchanged  a  few  words  with  the 
prisoner  and  then  turned  and  addressed  the 
Court. 

“If  your  Honor  please,”  he  began,  “this 
prisoner  has  not  asked  me  to  represent  him, 
nor  do  I  voluntarily  appear  for  him.  I  ask 
a  hearing  only  as  ‘friend  of  the  Court.  ’  ” 

The  Judge  smiled  and  nodded. 

Then  Gordon  commenced  what  he  claimed 
would  have  been  the  greatest  speech  of  his 
life  had  he  not  in  his  earnestness  unbuttoned 
his  overcoat  and  thrown  it  wide  open, 
exposing  his  evening  dress  to  the  garish  light 
of  day.  A  shout  of  laughter  from  the 
audience  instantly  stopped  his  eloquence — 
and  the  shout  became  a  roar  as  Gordon 
glanced  down  at  his  clothes  in  dismay  and 
hastily  tried  to  cover  them  with  the  wide 
flung  lapels.  In  his  haste,  however,  the 
buttons  seemed  greased  and  all  his  fingers 
proved  thumbs.  No  sooner  did  he  fasten 
one  button  than  another  slipped  out,  and  at 
every  fumble  the  audience  roared  anew, 
until  at  last  when  he  ceased  struggling  and 
stood  upright  with  every  button  forced  into 
the  ^Tong  buttonhole,  and  the  overcoat 
welted  and  skewed  out  of  all  shape,  they 
absolutely  howled— men  and  women— 
rocking  to  and  fro  on  the  benches  and  slap¬ 
ping  one  another’s  shoulders  in  their  joy. 

“Shure,  yur  Anner !”  burst  out  Counsellor 
Finnegan,  rising  from  his  seat  and  wiping 
the  tears  from  his  eyes,  “shure,  yur  Anner — 
I  know  now  what  is  meant  by— by  a  court  cos¬ 
tume.  But  I  trust,  your  Anner,  it’ll  create 
no  pricedint,  for  t’would  be  hard  sometimes 
to  tell  the  prisoners  from  the  counsel  after 
a  good  night  haul!  However,  yur  Anner, 
our  friend  Mr.  Gordon  was  after  making  a 
great  speech  and  I’ll  go  bail  his  man’s  a  good 
man.  I  want  to  contribute  a  dollar  toward 
payin’  his  fine — shiu'e  I’ve  had  that  much 
fun!” 

He  handed  a  bill  to  Gordon  as  he  spoke. 
There  were  people  in  that  audience,  hov/ever, 
who  took  Finnegan  more  seriously  than  he 
intended.  A  woman  with  a  shawl  over  her 
head  stepped  forward  and  handed  Gordon  a 
quarter— and  a  burly  tough  followed  with 
fifty  cents. 

“Your  attorney’s  a  dude — but  you’re  all 
right !”  he  whispered  to  the  prisoner. 

“We  sports  have  got  to  stand  by  one 
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another,  ”  confided  a  horsey-looking  person¬ 
age  with  a  wink,  as  he  pushed  some  loose 
change  into  Gordon’s  hand.  “Say,  what 
kind  of  a  dog’s  yours?’’  he  added,  turning  to 
the  prisoner. 

“  I’ll  be  a  dollar  shy  if  he  fines  me  ten,  but 
I  reckon  one  day  more  or  loss  won’t  hurt  me,’’ 
vouchsafed  a  rum-soaked  character  in  the 
line,  as  he  stepped  forward  and  contributed 
a  greasy  bill. 

“It’s  a  Christmas  present,”  whispered  the 
hard-faced  girl  as  she  handed  Gordon  a 
quarter. 

“They’re  not  all  bums,”  admitted  the 
officer  whom  Gordon  had  reproved.  “  Take 
this  for  your  man.” 

The  fine  was  subscribed  for  and  paid 
within  five  minutes. 

Then  Gordon  turned  toward  the  prisoner, 
looked  him  squarely  in  the  eyes  and  held  out 
his  hand. 

“This  is  Christmastide,  my  friend,”  he 
said.  “A  New  Year  is  coming.  You  are 
free  to  make  what  you  will  of  it.  But  more 
than  a  dozen  men  and  women  in  this  room 
have  said  to-day  that  they  believe  in  you. 
It’s  the  judgment  of  your  peers,  man — don’t 
forget  that.  It’s  the  judgment  of  your 
peers.” 

He  never  forgot  it,  Gordon  told  us.  But 
more  than  that  he  would  not  say. 

It  was  some  time  after  this  that  the  ante¬ 
cedents  of  certain  well-known  people  were 
under  discussion  in  the  club  corner. 

“There’s  a  lot  of  queer  history  about  New 
Yorkers  that’s  never  been  written,”  observed 
Wilder  regretfully. 

“I’d  heard  that  Carteret  had  a  variegated 
career,”  I  ventured. 

“He  did,”  asserted  Mason.  “He  began 
life  as  a  waiter.” 

Gordon  shook  his  head. 

“I  know  he  did,”  insisted  Mason.  “He 
was  a  waiter  in  a  beefsteak  restaurant  on 
Sixth  Avenue.  I’ve  forgotten  the  name  of 
the  place,  but - 

“The  story  does  him  no  harm,”  inter¬ 
rupted  Gordon  quietly,  “but  the  fact  is,  it 
isn’t  true.” 

“Well,  I  know  it  is!”  contradicted  Mason 
aggressively. 

“And  I  know  it  isn’t,”  retorted  Gordon 
impatiently.  “Carteret’s  first  job  in  this 
city  was  as  an  usher  in  the  Bentic  Theatre. 
I  ought  to  know,”  he  added  in  a  low  tone; 
“  I  gave  him  his  first  dress  suit.  ” 


At  Denver  there  was  an  influx  of  pas¬ 
sengers  into  the  coaches  on  the  east- 
bound  B.  &  M.  express.  In  one  coach 
there  sat  a  very  pretty  young  woman 
dressed  in  elegant  taste  and  surrounded  by 
all  the  luxurious  qomforts  of  an  experienced 
traveller.  Among  the  newcomers  were  two 
young  men,  one  of  handsome  presence,  with  a 
bold,  frank  countenance  and  manner;  the 
other  a  ruffled,  glum-faced  person,  heavily 
built  and  roughly  dressed.  The  two  were 
handcuffed  together. 

As  they  passed  down  the  aisle  of  the  coach 
the  only  vacant  seat  offered  was  a  reversed 
one  facing  the  attractive  young  woman. 
Here  the  linked  couple  seated  themselves. 
The  young  woman’s  glance  fell  upon  them 
with  a  distant,  swift  disinterest;  then,  with  a 
lovely  smile  brightening  her  countenance 
and  a  tender  pink  tingeing  her  rounded 
cheeks,  she  held  out  a  little  gray-gloved 
hand.  When  she  spoke  her  voice,  full,  sw'eet 
and  deliberate,  proclaimed  that  its  owner 
was  accustomed  to  speak  and  be  heard. 

“Well,  Mr.  Easton,  if  you  mil  make  me 
speak  first,  I  suppose  I  must.  Don’t  you 
ever  recognize  old  friends  when  you  meet 
them  in  the  West?” 

The  younger  man  roused  himself  sharply 
at  the  sound  of  her  voice,  seemed  to  struggle 
with  a  slight  embarrassment  which  he  threw 
off  instantly,  and  then  clasped  her  fingers 
with  his  left  hand. 

“It’s  Miss  Fairchild,”  he  said,  with  a 
smile.  “I’ll  ask  you  to  excuse  the  other 
hand;  it’s  otherw  ise  engaged  just  at  present.” 

He  slightly  raised  his  right  hand,  bound  at 
the  wrist  by  the  shining  “bracelet”  to  the 
left  one  of  his  companion.  The  glad  look 
in  the  girl’s  eyes  slowly  changed  to  a  bewil¬ 
dered  horror.  The  glow  faded  from  her 
cheeks.  Her  lips  parted  in  a  vague,  relaxing 
distress.  Easton,  wdth  a  little  laugh  as  if 
amused,  w'as  about  to  speak  again  w’hen  the 
other  forestalled  him.  The  glum-faced  man 
had  been  watching  the  girl’s  countenance 
with  veiled  glances  from  his  keen,  shrewd 
eyes. 

“  You’ll  excuse  me  for  speaking,  miss,  but 
I  see  you’re  acquainted  with  the  marshal 
here.  If  you’ll  ask  him  to  speak  a  word 
for  me  when  we  get  to  the  pen  he’ll  do  it, 
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and  it’ll  make  things  easier  for  me  there. 
He’s  taking  me  to  Leavenworth  prison. 
It’s  seven  years  for  counterfeiting.  ” 

“Oh!”  said  the  girl,  with  a  deep  breath 
and  returning  color.  “  So,  that  is  what  you 
are  doing  out  here?  A  marshal!” 

“My  dear  Miss  Fairchild,”  said  Easton 
calmly,  “  I  had  to  do  something.  Money  has 
a  way  of  taking  wings  unto  itself,  and  you 
know  it  takes  money  to  keep  step  with  our 
crowd  in  Washington.  I  saw  this  opening 
in  the  West,  and — well,  a  marshalship  isn’t 
quite  as  high  a  position  as  that  of  ambassa¬ 
dor,  but - ” 

“The  ambassador,”  said  the  girl  warmly, 
“doesn’t  call  any  more.  He  needn’t  ever 
have  done  so.  You  ought  to  know  that. 
And  so  now  you  are  one  of  these  dashing 
Western  heroes,  and  you  ride  and  shoot  and 
go  into  all  kinds  of  dangers.  That’s  differ¬ 
ent  from  the  Washington  life.  You  have 
been  missed  from  the  old  crowd.” 

The  girl’s  eyes,  fascinated,  went  back, 
widening  a  little,  to  rest  upon  the  glittering 
handcuffs. 

“Don’t  you  worry  about  them,  miss,” 
said  the  other  man.  “All  marshals  hand¬ 
cuff  themselves  to  their  prisoners  to  keep 
them  from  getting  away.  Mr.  Easton  knows 
his  business.” 

“Will  we  see  you  again  soon  in  Washing¬ 
ton?”  asked  the  girl. 

“Not  soon,  I  think,”  said  Easton.  “My 
butterfly  days  are  over,  I  fear.  ” 

“I  love  the  West,”  .said  the  girl,  irrele¬ 
vantly.  Her  eyes  were  shining  softly.  She 
looked  away  out  the  car  window.  She 
began  to  speak  truly  and  simply,  without 
the  gloss  of  style  and  manner.  “Mamma 
and  I  spent  the  Summer  in  Denver.  She 
went  home  a  week  ago  because  father  was 
slightly  ill.  I  could  live  and  be  happy  in 
the  West.  I  think  the  air  here  agrees  with 
me.  Money  isn’t  everything.  But  people 
always  misunderstand  things  and  remain 
stupid - ” 

“Say,  Mr.  Marshal,”  growled  the  glum¬ 
faced  man,  “This  isn’t  quite  fair.  I’m 
needin’  a  drink,  and  haven’t  had  a  smoke  all 
day.  Haven’t  you  talked  long  enough? 
Take  me  in  the  smoker  now,  won’t  you? 
I’m  half  dead  for  a  pipe.  ” 

The  bound  travellers  rose  to  their  feet, 
Easton  with  the  same  slow  smile  on  his  face. 

“I  can’t  deny  a  petition  for  tobacco,” 
he  said  lightly.  “It’s  the  one  friend  of 
the  unfortunate.  Good-bye,  Miss  Fairchild. 


Duty  calls,  you  know.”  He  held  out  his 
hand  for  a  farewell. 

“It’s  too  bad  you  are  not  going  East,” 
she  said,  reclothing  herself  with  manner  and 
style.  “But  you  must  go  on  to  Leavenworth, 
I  suppose?” 

“Yes,”  said  Easton,  “I  must  go  on  to 
Leavenworth.  ’ 

The  two  men  sidled  down  the  aisle  into  the 
smoker. 

Two  passengers  in  a  seat  nearby  had 
heard  most  of  the  conversation.  Said  one 
of  them:  “That’s  marshal’s  a  good  sort  of 
chap.  Some  of  these  Western  fellows  are 
all  right.” 

“  Pretty  young  to  hold  an  office  like  that, 
isn’t  he?”  asked  the  other. 

“Young!”  exclaimed  the  first  speaker, 

“why -  Oh !  didn’t  you  catch  on?  Say 

— did  you  ever  know  an  officer  to  handcuff 
a  prisoner  to  his  right  hand?” 


SILVER-LINED  CLOUDS 
Bt  George  Wharton -Edwards 


Author  (if  "Tht  JlirairUii  (f  Long  and  Short  Codiar."  ttc. 

I. 


He  turned  the  corner  of  Spruce  Street 
from  Printing  House  Square.  It  was 
bitter  cold.  A  raw  damp  wind  that  foretold 
snow  came  whistling  up  from  the  river,  and 
the  policeman,  watching  in  the  shadow  of  a 
dark  doorway,  lowered  his  head  so  that  his 
ear  was  covered  by  his  upturned  collar,  and 
he  stamped  his  warmly  shod  feet  softly  and 
not  discontentedly.  As  a  bent  figure  passed 
him  with  curious  half-trot,  bearing  upon  one 
arm  what  appeared  to  be  a  heavy  covered 
basket,  the  policeman  eyed  him  suspiciously 
and  sharply,  for  it  was  certainly  suspicious 
that  one  should  be  abroad  at  such  an  hour  in 
that  locality,  upon  a  bitter  cold  night, 
bearing  a  heavy  basket.  Nevertheless,  as 
the  policeman  .scanned  the  tall,  thin  figure 
with  the  scant  beard  showing  above  the 
muffler,  he  hesitated  to  stop  him,  and  in  the 
interval'  the  figure  had  passed  down  the 
incline  of  Spruce  Street  and  w  as  visible  only 
at  intervals  when  he  came  into  the  glare  of 
electric  light  from  some  cellar  where  mighty 
printing  presses  were  clanging  and  clicking, 
turning  off  copies  of  a  Sunday  paper. 
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The  policeman  shrugged  his  shoulders  and 
stepped  forth  from  the  doorway;  his  brass 
buttons  gleamed  in  the  lights  from  the 
many  windows  of  the  big  newspaper  office 
opposite,  and  he  drew  a  small  whistle  from 
his  breast  and  blew  a  soft  yet  keen  note. 
As  the  figure  of  the  thin-bearded  man 
passed  down  the  street  by  the  opening  of 
an  alleyway,  two  other  uniformed  figures 
appeared  behind  it  from  the  darkness  and 
then  followed  into  the  shadow.  The  bent 
figure  with  the  heavily  laden  basket  reached 
another  dark  opening,  struggled  with  the 
blast  that  met  him,  shifted  the  burden  to  the 
other  arm,  and  turned  into  the  passageway 
leading  to  a  large  printing  house;  close 
behind  followed  the  two  uniformed  figures. 
The  grated  openings  in  the  pavement 
exhaled  a  stale,  curious  odor  of  ink  and  paper 
warmed  by  waste  steam.  Over  a  grating 
neai'  the  wall,  from  which  sounded  the  clash 
and  rattle  of  rapidly  moving  machinery, 
were  huddled  some  dark  heaps,  and  here  the 
tall  man  stopped  and  placed  his  heavy 
basket  on  the  ground  and  stirred  one  of  the 
dark  heaps,  which  became  the  semblance  of 
a  human  being.  It  cursed  and  exclaimed 
volubly,  and  with  many  grumbles  rose  to  its 
feet.  Then  the  pale-faced  man  stooped 
and,  speaking  low,  uncovered  the  basket. 
The  two  policemen  were  at  the  alley  entrance 
watching  eagerly.  They  saw  the  man 
shake  each  of  the  bundles  of  rags,  each  of 
which  contained  that  which  was  once  a  man; 
then  from  dark  corners  and  sheltered  spaces 
came  other  shapeless  figures,  who  surrounded 
the  tall  figure  now  upon  his  knees  among 
them.  The  latter  offered  up  a  prayer  in  a 
low  voice  fervent  and  impassioned;  then  he 
distributed  loaves  of  bread  and  huge  pieces 
of  meat  to  the  ravenous  outcasts  who,  like 
animals,  grabbed  and  covetously  devoured 
them. 

The  two  policemen  withdrew  quietly;  one 
gave  the  other  a  piece  of  tobacco;  they 
regained  their  posts  in  the  shadow  of  the 
dark  doorways;  the  rattle  of  the  mighty 
presses  in  the  printing  house  went  on  unceas¬ 
ingly,  and  now  up  the  street  came  the  tall 
figure  of  the  thin-bearded  man,  his  basket 
swinging  light  upon  his  arm.  The  first 
policeman  was  joined  by  one  of  the  others. 

“What  is  he,  Joe?”  said  he,  jerking  his 
thumb  after  the  hurrying  figure. 

“  Oh,  only  a  crank  who’s  been  feeding  de 
bums  down  on  Prendergast’s  gratin’,  ^n 
the  roundsman  yet?” 


II. 

The  cable  car  stopped  at  Forty-seventh 
Street  with  a  grinding,  dull  rumble.  It  had 
been  raining  with  a  steady,  exasperating 
downpour  all  the  evening,  and  the  car  was 
quite  full  of  people  from  the  Metropolitan 
Opera  House,  who  crowded  it  to  the  limit. 

It  seemed  impossible  to  make  room  for 
another,  when  the  conductor  threw  open  the 
doors  and  there  entered  a  tall  policeman 
with  a  red  face  and  bristling  mustache. 
The  front  of  his  coat  protruded  curiously  and 
he  was  singularly  awkward,  so  much  so  that 
he  caught  his  foot  in  a  lady’s  dress,  which 
gave  way  with  a  ripping  sound.  The  lady 
glanced  up  angrily  with  blazing  eyes,  and 
her  escort  muttered  savagely  some  words  of 
impatience  at  the  officer’s  clumsiness.  One 
old  gentleman  in  a  curious,  tall,  straight- 
brimmed  silk  hat  and  a  fierce,  bristling  white 
mustache,  voiced  aloud  his  conviction  that 
the  police  force  of  the  Metropolis  was  a  dis¬ 
grace,  as  witness  this  example,  etc.,  etc.;  in 
the  middle  of  which  the  car  stopped  at  a 
crossing  and  suddenly  started  again,  almost 
throwing  down  those  who  were  standing. 
The  officer  rudely  thrust  aside  a  young 
fellow  who,  elbowing  his  way  to  the  door, 
had  placed  his  shoulder  against  the  protrud¬ 
ing  breast  with  the  double  row  of  brass 
buttons  and  the  silver  shield.  At  this  the 
old  gentleman  in  the  unique  hat  and  the 
furious  white  mustache  called  out,  “Take 
his  number,  young  man,  take  his  number, 
and  here’s  my  card.  Should  you  wish  to 
complain.  I’ll  see  you  through,  by  gad,  sir ! 
The  chief  shall  know  of  this  fellow’s  conduct.” 

All  eyes  were  upon  the  policeman  who 
now  looked  from  one  to  the  other  in  surprise. 

“Me  number  is  ut?”  he  said  at  length, 
good-naturedly.  “Faith,  an’  here  ut  is  for 
ye,  gintlemen — fawr  hundred  for-r-ty-fawr. 
But  don’t  ye  jostle  me,sor;  I’ve  a  foundlin’ 
here  on  me  arrum  that  Oi’m  takin’  down  to 
the  mathron  at  headquar-r-thers.” 

He  opened  the  breast  of  his  coat  and  dis¬ 
closed  a  tiny  soiled  bundle  from  which  pro¬ 
truded  one  birdlike  claw,  the  fingers  of  which 
were  doubled  over  the  little  thumb.  A 
dark  flush  came  over  the  face  of  the  indig¬ 
nant  gentleman.  He  hurriedly  put  up  his 
pencil  and  Russia  leather-covered  note¬ 
book  and  sought  the  platform. 

The  exasperated  lady  forgot  her  ruined 
dress,  and  her  escort  looked  uncomfortable, 
and,  turning  away,  pretended  to  gaze  at  some 
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object  which  he  alone  could  distinguish 
through  the  rain-clouded  windows  of  the 
speeding  cable  car.  The  old  gentleman 
pulled  his  straight-brimmed  hat  dowm  over 
his  sharp  eyes,  from  which  the  fires  of  out¬ 
raged  civic  pride  had  fled,  and  the  policeman, 
uncovering  the  weasened,  wrinkled  face  of 
the  tiny  atom  that  lay  against  his  heart  in 
the  hollow  of  his  strong  arm,  and  addressing 
no  one  in  particular,, said:  “Left  in  the  rare 
pe-yew  of  the  church  w'hoile  the  quoir  w'or 
singin’  the  Christmas  anthim.  This  is  the 
thor-r-d  this  wake  on  me,  an’  Oi’m  thinkin’  its 
about  time  I  got  thransfer-r-red  dowm  towm, 
where  they’s  at  laste  pace  an’  quoitness !  ’’ 


Bt  William  Stearns  Davis. 

Author  of  “  Belthazzar,"  tic. 

IT  had  been  buzzing  about  the  town  for 
more  than  two  weeks,  and  now  on 
Sunday  the  buzz  had  rizen  to  a  rumbling  — 
“The  First  Orthodox  is  very  close  to  a 
schism.’’  Deacon  Griggs  had  asserted 
loudly  that  it  w’as  unendurable  in  the 
enlightened  year  of  grace  1841  to  sit  under  a 
minister  who  hesitated  to  denounce  the 
Southern  slave-holders  as  worshipers  of 
“The  Beast’’  of  the  Revelation.  Widow 
Simpson  almost  wept  when  her  pastor 
prayed  mildly  “that  our  Southern  brethren 
may  be  convinced  of  their  grievous  error.’’ 
“Convinced!’’ — she  didn’t  want  them  con- 
nnced.  Fire  and  brimstone,  and  not  repent¬ 
ance,  were  what  she  hoped  for.  And  rich  old 
Mr.  Butterfield,  who,  to  be  sure,  preferred 
to  aid  good  causes  with  his  prayers  rather 
than  w'ith  his  dollars,  said  he  looked  for 
nothing  less  than  to  see  all  Tunbridge  burn 
up  like  Sodom  if  its  people  tolerated  such 
lukewarm  sentiments  from  their  leading 
pulpit. 

It  w'as  a  gloomy  Sunday  afternoon  for 
Doctor  Prouty  when,  after  the  second  service, 
he  walked  home  with  Mr.  Canby,  the 
wealthy  cotton  merchant,  at  his  elbow-. 
This  parish  magnate  had  just  hinted  that 
the  price  of  his  loyalty  in  the  impending 
church  crisis  w-ould  be  an  outspoken  sermon 
explaining  that  the  negro  race  wear  the  mark 
of  Cain,  and  are  divinely  appointed  to  per¬ 
petual  bondage. 


“But  I  cannot  do  as  you  wish,’’  protested 
the  mild  minister.  “I  can  never  believe  the 
Almighty  has  double-bolted  the  gate  of 
heaven  against  all  men  who  have  bronzed 
skins.  I  deplore— I  detest  slavery !  It  is  a 
curse  that  we  must  remove,  or  God  will 
punish  us  as  a  nation.  ’’ 

“Leave  the  punishing  to  the  Almighty 
and  the  politicians,  ’’  sneered  the  merchant, 
sidling  closer.  “  What  I  want  you  to  under¬ 
stand  is  this — our  good  Abolitionists  and 
their  wild  talk  have  made  us  Northerners 
mighty  unpopular  down  in  Carolina.  We 
can  feel  it  in  trade.  Now  a  really  rousing 
sermon  delivered  from  such  a  prominent 
pulpit  as  the  First  Orthodox  of  Tunbridge, 
show-ing  that  we  understand  there  is  script’r 
on  their  side  as  well  as  agin  it - ’’ 

“I  can  never  consider  such  a  proposal!’’ 
interposed  the  minister,  almost  angrily. 

“Oh,”  snickered  the  other,  patting  his 
fat  breeches  pocket,  “don’t  fear  for  Griggs 
and  Butterfield  and  their  pew-rentals.  The 
salary  is  a  leetle  behind — eh?  The  chaise 
needs  a  leetle  varnish?  I  think  Ichabob 
Canby  may  promise  to  make  good  as  many 
dollars  as  Griggs  and  his  abolition  scum  can 
take  out  of  the  church— as  many,  and  jest 
a  few  more.  ” 

“Get  thee  behind  me,  Satan!”  was  the 
reply  that  almost  crossed  the  minister’s  lips; 
and  though  his  actual  reply  was  less  forceful, 
it  w-as  sufficiently  severe  coming  from  so 
gentle  a  man.  He  sat  a  long  time  w-ith  his 
wife  that  evening  beside  the  smoking  whale- 
oil  lamp. 

“I  fear  we  shall  have  to  seek  another 
parish,  Becky,”  he  said  sadly,  and  he  grew 
yet  sadder  as  he  saw  the  shadows  deepen  on 
her  upturned  face. 

“I  had  hoped  w-e  could  stay  here  in 
Tunbridge,”  she  answered,  half  w-earily. 
“  You  are  not  likely  to  get  a  better  church, 
Nathaniel.  ” 

“  It  is  of  little  use.  If  I  refuse  to  denounce 
the  Southerners  Deacon  Griggs  and  many 
others  w-ill  leave  the  church.  I  abhor 
slavery,  but  I  cannot  as  a  minister  of  the 
Gospel  of  Love  thunder  from  the  pulpit 
proclaiming  all  our  brethren  in  the  slave 
States  children  of  Satan— at  least,  until 
every  peaceful  means  has  failed  to  convince 
them  of  their  fearful  error.” 

“And  there  is  nothing  else  to  do?” 

“Nothing  unless  I  sell  myself  to  Canby’s 
ungodly  money  bags.  I  can  please  neither 
party.  Soon  they  will  force  me  to  resign.  ” 
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There  was  a  moment  of  deep  thinking, 
then  the  wife  spoke. 

“  The  church  is  drifting  into  open  warfare. 
If  you  must  resign,  at  least  do  not  have  to 
reproach  yourself  with  having  done  nothing 
to  end  the  feud.  Send  to-night  to  Deacon 
Griggs,  Mr.  Butterfield  and  Mr.  Canby.  Let 
them  face  one  another,  and  see  if  they  cannot 
agree  to  settle  their  battles  outside  the  house 
of  God.” 

“  It  will  do  no  good,  Becky.  ” 

“But  I  advise - ” 

“Very  well,  then;  your  unwisdom  is  ever 
better  than  my  wisdom.” 

Ten  minutes  later  Roger,  the  boy-of-all- 
work,  carried  three  letters,  appointing  a 
meeting  at  four  o’clock  the  next  day. 

Mr.  Barker  had  come  round  to  kill  the 
minister’s  pig.  After  the  creature  had 
squealed  its  last,  the  great  knife  had  been 
wiped,  and  the  host  of  admiring  small  boys 
had  scattered,  he  knocked  at  the  door  of  the 
kitchen  woodshed. 

“Has  Doctor  Prouty  a  bit  of  time?  I 
have  a  nigger  boy  here  to  show  him.  ” 

Peggy»  the  mistress  of  those  regions, 
thrust  her  curl-papers  through  the  scantly 
opened  door  and  sniffed  contemptuously. 

“A  nigger?  Well— if  all  the  black  hasn’t 
riz  right  out  of  him  and  caked  outside! 
Ugh !  Ask  the  doctor  to  look  at  that  /” 

“Come,  Peggy,  jest  bring  him  out  fora 
minute - ” 

“Much  good  may  he  do  you,  then !”  cried 
she.  Slam !  went  the  door  again,  and  soon 
Peggy  was  invading  the  study  and  con¬ 
fronting  her  master  across  a  table  fortified 
high  with  the  latest  artillery— theological 
quartos. 

“Doctor  Prouty,”  announced  the  mes¬ 
senger,  “  Mr.  Barker  has  stuck  the  pig,  and 
now  he  wants  to  see  you  about  some  nigger 
boy  he  has  brought  round— and  if  I  ever 
saw  a  dirtier,  or  stupider,  or  wusser - ” 

The  good  man  put  down  his  book  and 
rose  with  resigned  expression.  “The  future 
state  of  the  elect”  was  so  much  more  inter¬ 
esting  than  the  present  state  of  an  unelect 
and  unregenerate  colored  boy !  With  long 
strides  he  went  across  the  creaking  planks 
of  the  back  kitchen  floor  and  demanded 
Mr.  Barker’s  btisiness. 

The  pig-slayer  mopped  his  brow  with  a  red 
handkerchief  in  the  hope  of  rubbing  off 
some  of  his  embarrassment  at  the  presence 
of  so  great  a  man,  and  thrust  forward  as 


unkempt  a  young  negro  as  ever  reached 
fifteen  years. 

“The  fact  is,  parson,”  began  Mr.  Barker, 
“this  ’ere  colored  boy  was  brought  down  by 
a  skipper  from  Portland,  and  jest  landed 
and  left.  My  old  woman  and  me  took  him 
in  and  housed  him  these  three  weeks;  but  we 
are  none  so  few  at  our  quarters  ”  (there  were 
ten  young  Barkers  needing  feeding)  “so 
I’ve  been  looking  for  some  one  else  to  see 
to  his  keep.  I’ve  been  looking — ”  he 
twisted  his  chin  whiskers— “  but  I  have  to 
own,  without  success.”  And  Mr.  Barker 
stopped. 

“He  certainly  is  very  dirty,”  commented 
the  minister,  surveying  the  mute  negro. 

“He’s  a  walking  mud-puddle,”  thrust  in 
Peggy  viciously. 

“But  he  possesses  a  soul,”  went  on  her 
master,  never  hearing  her.  “What  is  your 
name?”  he  demanded  of  the  boy. 

“Charles,  sir,”  the  darky  grinned  respect¬ 
fully. 

“A  good  name,”  remarked  the  pastor. 
Then  to  Mr.  Barker,  “Well,  what  do  you 
wish  me  to  do  with  him?” 

“Keep  him,  sir.” 

“Keep  him !  What  can  I  do  with  him?” 

“So  says  everybody — everybody  in  this 
blessed  town.  They  won’t  have  him  at 
the  poor  farm — they  ain’t  so  low-down  as 
to  let  niggers  be  thrust  on  them.  I  can’t 
feed  him  any  more.  He’s  either  got  to 
starve  or  go  to  the  one  house  left.  ” 

“Which  is  that?” 

“The  jail,  sir — that  never  turns  away 
nobody.  ” 

“Peggy,”  said  the  minister,  after  many 
more  questions  had  passed,  “your  mistress 
is  out,  but  I  think  this  boy,  though  very 
uncleanly,  has  an  honest  face.  Certainly  in 
his  untutored  mind  there  is  room  for  the 
lodging  of  many  deep  moral  truths.  ” 

“Oh,  sir !”  Peggy  gave  a  little  gasp,  as  the 
full  horror  of  the  situation  dawned. 

“We  will  keep  the  boy,”  announced  the 
minister. 

“But  he  is  so  dirty,”  moaned  Peggy. 

“Then,”  announced  the  minister  magnani¬ 
mously,  “you  can  wash  him  off.” 

“And  his  clothes?” 

“  You  can  alter  an  old  suit  of  mine.” 

“And  what  will  Mrs.  Prouty  say?” 

“  She  will  agree  with  me  as  to  what  is  our 
plain  Christian  duty.” 

The  three  had  sat  on  the  shiny  haircloth 
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chairs  of  the  parlor  while  the  anxious  min¬ 
ister  tried  to  show  Deacon  Griggs  and 
Mr.  Butterfield  that  he  could  not  turn  his 
church  into  an  abolition  society,  and  Mr. 
Canby  that  he  was  unable  to  preach  that 
slavery  was  a  divinely  ordained  institution. 
The  opponents  glared  at  each  other,  and  all 
three  glared  at  their  pastor.  Agree  to  keep 
their  differences  outside  the  church  ?  Never ! 
Canby  snickered  “  hypocrite,  ”  in  the  deacon’s 
very  face,  and  Griggs  repaid  by  styling  his 
adversary  a  “  man  of  sin.  ”  They  were  only 
united  in  this — the  PTrst  Orthodox  would 
soon  need  a  new  incumbent. 

“I  am  sorry,  gentlemen,”  the  pastor 
was  saying.  ”  I  have  never  considered  the 
pulpit  a  place  for  politics.  A  time  may 
come,  Deacon,  when  it  will  be  needful  to  dis¬ 
cuss  the  slavery  question  even  there  —  and 
when  it  does  come  I  will  be  with  you,  and 
not  with  Mr.  Canby.  But  at  present - ” 

“I  regret  you  can  only  give  us  your 
‘silent’  support.  Doctor,”  snapped  the  deacon, 
trying  to  throw  a  tone  of  sarcasm  into  the 
“silent.”  “You  have  not  forgotten  the 
warning  of  Scripture,  ‘I  was  a  stranger,  and 
ye  took  me  not  in:  naked,  and  ye  clothed 
me  not.’  If  the  downtrodden  negro  race  is 
not  definitely  referred  to  in  Holy  Writ - ” 

“  Yes !”  piped  up  Mr.  Butterfield,  his  voice 
whistling  in  the  top  of  his  little  head,  “it  is 
deed!  deeds!  deeds!  that  w'e  want,  not 
‘silent  sympathy.’  ” 

“Now  I  think  myself,”  drawled  Canby, 
“that  the  doctor  doesn’t  really  care  two 
ninepences  about  all  the  niggers  in  Carolina.” 

“  If  I  were  not  a  Christian  and  a  clergyman, 
retorted  the  pastor,  flushing,  “I  might  give 
an  overhasty  answer  to  this  attack  on  my 
sincerity.  ” 

“Well,  now,”  remarked  Canby  coolly, 
“I  wouldn’t  grow  flustered.  All  I  mean  is 
you  are  no  great  friend  of  the  niggers,  and 
these  good  Abolitionists  here  aren’t,  neither, 
for  that  matter.” 

“Not  friends  of  the  enslaved  millions?” 
the  deacon’s  face  was  redder  than  the 
minister’s. 

Mr.  Canby  settled  back  in  his  chair  and 
surveyed  the  others  with  a  cynical  squint. 
“Now  don’t  grow  hot  in  the  collar.  Deacon; 
jest  answer  this  one  question.  ”  His  chuckle 
was  very  insinuating.  “  Did  or  did  you  not 
have  a  leetle  talk  with  Barker,  the  pig- 
.sticker,  lately?” 

“Did  you?”  almost  shouted  the  deacon, 
giving  a  Yankee  answer. 


“Sairtainly  I  did,”  remarked  Canby, 
“and  sairtainly  I  told  him  to  take  that  nigger 
boy  of  his  to — well,  I  won’t  mention  the 
place  before  the  doctor — but  it’s  the  only  fit 
hole  for  blacks,  and  Abolitionists.  But 
what  did  you  say  to  him?” 

“If  you  mean  that  disreputable,  half- 
clothed  young  scoundrel  with  Barker,” 
flared  up  Griggs,  almost  desperately,  “I 
said  he  could  be  of  little  use  to  me,  and  ad¬ 
vised  that  he  be  taken  to  the  almshouse.” 

“But  then  you.  Brother  Butterfield,” 
sneered  the  merchant,  “you,  of  course, 
adopted  him  as  your  own  precious  son.” 

“I  could  do  nothing  for  him,”  muttered 
Butterfield,  very  gruffly.  “But  I  said  I 
would  remember  him  in  my  prayers.” 

“  It  wouldn’t  be  fair,  would  it.  Parson,” 
drawled  the  tormentor,  “to  ask  what  would 
happen  if  Barker  brought  his  pretty  leetle 
imp  round  to  you?” 

“Gentlemen,”  quoth  the  minister,  rising, 
“kindly  follow  me  this  way.” 

He  led  them  up  the  back  stairs  to  a  room 
over  the  ell,  and  as  they  approached  they 
heard  childish  voices  singing.  Doctor  Prouty 
thrust  open  the  door,  and  they  saw  Miss 
Felton,  the  singing  teacher,  and  before  her 
two  young  negro  girls,  the  daughters  of  Abe 
Vickers,  the  sheep-shearer;  a  small  white 
boy,  a  white  girl,  and  Charles,  scrubbed 
until  his  ebony  skin  shone,  decently  clothed, 
a  picture  of  prosperous  content. 

“Charles,”  spoke  the  minister,  “look 
around.  I  want  these  gentlemen  to  under¬ 
stand  that  so  long  as  you  behave  yourself 
you  are  to  remain  in  my  service.  ” 

“But,”  interposed  the  deacon,  almost 
angrily,  “whose  white  children  are  these?” 

“These,”  said  the  doctor,  “are  my  own 
children.” 

“Parson,”  said  the  deacon,  “now  you 
think  you’ve  got  me.  ” 

“Deacon,”  said  the  minister,  “now  I 
know  I’ve  got  you.” 

They  walked  away  together,  Canby  and 
his  opponents.  Said  Canby:  “Gentlemen, 
the  parson  does  what  you  don’t  and  what  1 
don’t  pretent  to — he  tries  to  live  up  to  his 
preaching.  I’m  going  to  let  him  alone.” 

Said  the  deacon:  “Mr.  Butterfield  and  1 
think  the  Abolition  society  can  do  its  work 
better  outside  the  church  than  in  it.  We  are 
going  to  let  Doctor  Prouty  alone.”  And  to 
the  wonder  of  the  faithful  there  was  no  schism 
in  the  First  Orthodox. 
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Having  found  that  by  far  the  major¬ 
ity  of  the  people  of  our  race  lived, 
or  existed,  by  some  form  of  agricul¬ 
ture,  I  resolved  to  make  an  attempt  in  down¬ 
right  earnest  to  see  what  the  Tuskegee 
Institute  could  do  for  them  in  that  direction. 

I  resolved  to  see  what  we  could  do  for  the 
people  in  this  respect,  not  by  mere  theoriz¬ 
ing,  but  by  real,  tangible,  visible  effort.  As 
I  have  stated,  I  found  that  their  methods  for 
getting  enough  out  of  the  soil  to  keep  soul 
and  body  together  were  crude  in  the  extreme. 
The  people  themselves  referred  to  this  effort 
as  “making  a  living.”  I  wanted  to  teach 
them  how  to  make  more  than  a  “living.” 

I  have  little  respect  for  the  farmer  who  is 
satisfied  with  merely  “making  a  living.” 

It  is  hardly  possible  that  agricultural  life 
will  become  attractive  and  satisfactory  to  an 
ambitious  young  man  or  woman  in  the  South 
until  farming  is  brought  up  to  a  point  there, 
as  well  as  in  other  parts  of  the  country, 
where  the  farmer  is  reasonably  sure  of  being 
able  to  place  something  in  the  bank  at  the 
end  of  the  year.  For  the  young  farmer  to 
be  satisfied  he  must  be  able  to  look  for¬ 
ward  to  soon  getting  to  the  point  where  he 
will  own  the  land  that  he  cultivates,  and 
from  which  he  may  hope  later  to  derive 
not  only  all  the  necessities  of  life  but  some  of 
the  comforts  and  conveniences.  The  farmer 
must  be  helped  to  get  to  a  point  where  he  can 
have  a  comfortable  dwelling  house,  and  in 
it  bathtubs,  carpets,  rugs,  pictures,  books, 
magazines  and  daily  papers.  He  must  be 
helped  to  get  to  the  point  where  he  and  his 
family  will  have  time  for  study  and  investi¬ 
gation,  and  a  little  time  each  year  for  travel 
and  recreation  and  for  the  attending  of 
lectures  and  concerts. 

But  the  average  farmer  whom  I  wanted  to 
help  through  the  medium  of  the  Tuskegee 
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Institute  was  far,  very  far,  from  being  in  this 
condition.  I  found  that  most  of  the  farmers 
in  the  Gulf  States  cultivated  cotton.  Little 
or  nothing  was  raised  for  food,  either  for  man 
or  beast,  in  the  form  of  stock  or  fowls,  fruit, 
vegetables  or  grain.  In  order  to  get  the 
food  on  which  man  and  beasts  were  to  live 
while  the  cotton  crop  was  being  grown,  a 
mortgage  or  lien  had  to  be  given  upon  the 
crop,  or  rather  upon  the  expected  crop,  for 
the  legal  papers  were  usually  signed  some 
months  in  advance  even  of  the  planting  of 
the  crop. 

Cotton  in  the  South  for  years  has  been 
known  as  “the  money  crop.”  That  means 
that  it  is  the  crop  from  which  cash  can  be 
looked  for  without  question  as  soon  as  the 
crop  is  harvested.  The  result  of  this  has 
been  to  discourage  the  raising  of  anjdhing 
except  cotton,  for  the  reason  that  the  man 
who  holds  the  mortgage  upon  the  crop  dis¬ 
courages  and  in  some  cases  prevents  the 
farmer  from  giving  any  large  proportion  of 
his  time  and  strength  to  the  growing  of  any¬ 
thing  except  cotton,  since  the  money¬ 
lender  is  not  sure  that  he  can  get  his  money 
back  from  any  other  crop. 

The  result  of  this  was  that,  beginning  in 
January,  the  farmer  had  to  go  to  the  store  or 
to  the  money-lender  for  practically  all  of 
his  food  during  the  year.  The  rate  of  inter¬ 
est  that  the  farmer  had  to  pay  on  his 
“advances”  was  in  many  cases  enormous. 
The  farmer  usually  got  his  “advances”  or 
provisions  from  a  storekeeper.  The  store¬ 
keeper  in  turn  borrowed  money  from  the 
local  bank.  The  bank,  as  a  general  thing, 
borrowed  from  New  York.  By  the  time  the 
money  reached  the  farmer  he  had  to  pay  in 
not  a  few  cases  an  interest  that  ranged  from 
fifteen  to  thirty  per  cent.  If  he  failed  to  make 
his  payment  at  the  end  of  the  year  he  was 
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likely  to  be  “closed  out” — that  is,  everything 
in  sight  in  the  way  of  crops  or  livestock  was 
taken  from  him.  He  was  described  as  being 
“cleaned  up.”  After  being  “cleaned  up,” 
he  either  would  start  to  make  another 
crop  on  the  same  rented  farm — trusting  to 
Providence  or  the  weather  for  better  luck — 
or  else  moved  to  another  farm  and  went  in 
search  of  some  one  else  to  “run  him,”  as  the 
local  expression  describes  the  process.  Not 
a  few  of  the  farmers  whom  I  met  had  been 
“cleaned  up”  half  a  dozen  times  or  more. 

In  addition  to  having  to  pay  the  large 
interest  for  food  supplies  and  clothing  to 
which  I  have  referred,  there  was  also  the 
ground  rent  to  be  paid.  By  far  the  greater 
part  of  the  land  was  rented.  This,  of  course, 
had  a  hurtful  effect.  Since  the  man  who 
tilled  the  land  did  not  own  it,  his  main  object 
was  to  get  all  he  could  out  of  the  property 
and  return  as  little  as  possible  to  it.  The 
results  were  shown  in  the  poor  cabins,  not 
to  say  houses.  If  a  fence  got  out  of  repair 
or  the  roof  of  a  house  leaked,  the  tenant  took 
no  special  interest  in  repairing  the  premises, 
because  he  was  always  expecting  to  move 
soon,  and  he  did  not  want  to  spend  money 
upon  the  property  of  other  people.  Instead 
of  returning  the  cottonseed  to  the  ground  to 
help  enrich  the  soil,  he  sold  this  valuable 
fertilizer.  The  land,  of  course,  grew  more 
impoverished  each  year.  Ditching  and 
terracing  received  little  attention.  The 
mules  with  which  the  crops  were  made,  as  a 
rule,  were  rented  or  were  being  bought  “on 
time,”  and  the  farmer  did  not  have  enough 
direct  interest  in  them  to  encourage  him  to 
spend  money  or  time  in  keeping  them  in 
prime  condition.  Besides,  the  food  on  which 
the  animals  were  to  be  fed  was  not  raised  on 
the  place,  but  must  be  bought.  Another 
serious  outcome  of  the  “one-crop”  system 
was  that  the  farmers  got  hold  of  almost  no 
cash  except  in  the  fall.  With  the  ignorant 
and  inexperienced  men  of  my  race  this  was 
hurtful.  If  by  any  chance  they  were  able  to 
pay  their  ground  rent  and  the  principal  and 
large  interest  resulting  from  their  “advances,” 
and  still  have  a  few  dollars  in  cash  left,  the 
money  did  not  remain  with  them  long,  for 
it  came  into  their  hands  about  Christmas 
time,  when  the  temptation  to  spend  it  for 
whisky,  cheap  jewelry,  cheap  buggies  and 
such  unprofitable  articles  was  too  strong  to 
be  resisted.  Had  the  same  value  been  in 
the  hands  of  the  farmer  in  the  form  of  corn, 
vegetables,  fruit,  stock  or  fowls  it  not  only 


would  have  been  less  liable  to  have  been 
parted  with,  but  it  also  would  have  been 
available  for  the  farmer  and  his  family  dur¬ 
ing  the  whole  or  the  greater  part  of  the  year. 

The  conditions  which  I  have  described 
resulted  in  discouraging  a  great  many  people 
who  tried  to  get  their  living  from  the  soil. 
As  many  of  them  expressed  it  to  me,  if  they 
worked  hard  during  the  year  they  came  out 
at  the  end  in  debt,  and  if  they  did  not  work 
they  found  themselves  in  debt.  Some  went 
so  far  as  to  perform  sufficient  work  to  “  make 
a  show”  of  raising  just  enough  cotton  to  get 
“advances”  on  during  the  year,  with  no 
thought  of  getting  out  of  debt  or  of  coming 
out  ahead. 

In  spite  of  what  I  have  described,  each 
year  there  were  cases  here  and  there  of 
individuals  who  would  triumph  over  all 
these  difficulties  and  discouragements  and 
come  out  with  considerable  money  or  cotton 
to  their  credit.  These  men  would  get  to  the 
point  where  they  would  begin  the  buying  of 
a  home. 

In  justice  to  that  class  of  men  in  the  South 
who  advance  money  or  provisions  each  j’car 
to  the  farmers,  I  ought  to  say  that  many  of 
them  deplore  the  state  of  affairs  to  which  I 
have  referred  as  much  as  any  one,  but  it  is 
simply  a  case  of  a  man  lending  money  on 
uncertain  security.  If  these  advances  had 
not  been  made,  in  many  cases  the  farmers 
and  their  families  would  have  starved. 
The  average  merchant  preferred  to  deal  with 
the  man  who  owned  his  land  and  could  pay 
cash  for  his  goods,  but  the  many  ramifica¬ 
tions  of  the  mortgage  system  made  both  the 
farmer  and  the  money-lender  to  a  large 
degree  slaves  to  the  one-crop  plan.  If  the 
cotton  crop  failed,  or  if  the  tenant  threw  up 
the  crop  before  it  was  matured,  the  money¬ 
lender  would  lose.  The  whole  unfortunate 
system  was  one  of  the  legacies  of  slavery. 
In  the  case  of  both  the  farmer  and  the  money¬ 
lender  it  was  the  old  story  of  the  man  hug¬ 
ging  the  bear.  Both  were  anxious  to  find  a 
way  to  get  free. 

From  the  first  I  was  painfully  conscious 
of  the  fact  that  it  would  he  very  little  that  1 
could  do  through  the  work  of  the  Tuskegee 
Institute  to  help  the  situation,  but  I  was 
determined  to  make  an  effort  to  accomplish 
that  little.  Many  of  the  people  of  my  own 
race  had  been  reduced  to  discouragement 
and  despair.  Aside  from  the  visible  effort 
to  which  I  shall  refer  later,  I  spent  all  the 
time  that  I  could  spare  in  going  about 
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among  the  people,  holding  meetings  and 
talking  with  individual  leaders,  with  the 
view  of  arousing  their  ambition  and  inspir¬ 
ing  in  them  hope  and  confidence. 

My  first  effort  was  to  try  to  help  the  masses 
through  the  medium  of  the  thing  that  was 
nearest  to  them,  and  in  which  they  had  the 
most  vital  and  practical  interest.  I  knew 
that  if  we  could  teach  a  man’s  son  to  raise 
forty  bushels  of  corn  on  an  acre  of  ground 
where  only  twenty  bushels  had  been  growing, 
and  teach  him  to  raise  this  corn  with  less 
labor,  we  should  gain  the  confidence  and 
sympathy  of  that  boy’s  father  at  once. 

In  this  connection  I  have  often  thought 
that  missionaries  in  foreign  countries  would 
make  greater  progress  if  at  first  more  empha¬ 
sis  were  placed  upon  the  industrial  and  mate¬ 
rial  side  than  on  the  purely  spiritual  side  of 
education.  Almost  any  heathen  family,  I 
think,  would  at  once  appreciate  the  difference 
between  a  shack  and  a  comfortable  house. 
While  it  might  require  years  to  make  them 
appreciate  the  truths  of  the  Bible,  through 
the  medium  of  the  home  the  heart  could  be 
reached.  Not  long  ago  I  was  asked  by  a 
missionary  who  was  going  into  a  foreign 
field  for  mission  work  what,  in  my  opinion, 
he  ought  to  teach  the  people  and  how  he 
ought  to  begin.  I  asked  him  what  was  the 
principal  occupation  of  the  people  where  he 
was  going,  and  he  replied  that  it  was  the 
raising  of  sheep.  I  advised  him  then  to 
begin  his  missionary  work  by  teaching  the 
people  how  to  raise  better  and  more  sheep 
than  they  were  raising,  and  said  that  I 
thought  the  people  w'ould  soon  decide  that  a 
man  who  could  excel  them  in  the  raising  of 
sheep  might  also  excel  them  in  the  matter 
of  religion,  and  that  thus  the  foundation  for 
effectual  mission  work  might  be  laid. 

I  found  the  most  of  our  people  interested 
or  engaged  in  some  form  of  agriculture  for 
the  getting  of  their  living.  This,  then,  was 
logically  and  naturally  the  first  point  of 
attack. 

The  few  students  who  first  came  to  our 
school  were  generally  from  the  farming 
districts.  The  first  thing  that  we  needed  at 
the  Tuskegee  school  was  food  for  teachers 
and  students.  I  said  let  us  raise  this  food, 
and  while  doing  so  teach  the  students  the 
latest  and  best  methods  of  farming.  At  the 
same  time  we  would  teach  them  the  dignity 
and  beauty  of  farm  life  and  of  work  with  the 
hands.  It  was  easy  to  see  the  need  for 
doing  this  and  easy  to  resolve  to  do  it,  but  I 


soon  found  that  there  were  several  stubborn 
and  serious  difficulties  to  be  overcome.  The 
first  and  perhaps  the  hardest  of  these  was  to 
overcome  the  idea,  not  by  any  means  con¬ 
fined  to  my  race,  that  a  school  was  a  place 
where  one  was  expected  to  do  nothing  but 
study  books;  that  it  was  a  place  where  one 
was  expected  not  to  study  things,  but  to 
study  about  things.  Least  of  all  did  the 
students  feel  that  a  school  was  a  place  where 
one  would  be  taught  to  actually  do  things. 
Aside  from  this,  the  students  had  a  very 
general  idea  that  work  with  the  hands  was 
in  a  large  measure  disgraceful,  and  that  they 
wanted  to  get  an  education  because  educa¬ 
tion  was  something  which  was  meant  to 
enable  people  to  live  without  hand  work. 

In  addition  to  the  objections  named,  I 
found  that  when  I  began  to  speak  very 
gently  and  even  cautiously  to  the  students 
about  the  plan  of  the  school  to  teach  them 
to  work  on  the  farm,  two  other  objections 
manifested  themselves  with  more  or  less 
emphasis.  The  first  of  these  was  to  the 
effect  that  most  of  the  students  wanted  to 
get  out  of  the  country  into  a  town  or  city, 
and  the  other  that  many  of  them  said  that 
they  wanted  to  prepare  themselves  for  some 
kind  of  professional  life,  and  that  therefore 
they  did  not  need  the  farm  work.  But  the 
main  objection  was  that  since  they  and  their 
parents  for  generations  back  had  tilled  the 
soil,  they  argued  that  they  knew  all  there 
was  to  be  known  about  farming  and  did 
not  need  to  be  taught  any  more  about  that 
while  in  school.  These  objections  on  the 
part  of  the  students  were  more  than  rein¬ 
forced  by  the  parents  of  many  of  them. 
Not  a  few  of  the  fathers  and  mothers  urged 
that  the  race  had  been  worked  for  two  hun¬ 
dred  and  fifty  years  or  more,  and  that  now 
it  ought  to  have  a  chance  to  rest.  With  all 
of  my  earnestness  and  urging  I  was  not  able 
in  the  earlier  years  of  the  school  to  bring  all 
of  the  parents  and  students  to  my  way  of 
thinking,  and  for  this  reason  not  a  few  of  the 
students  went  home  of  their  own  accord  or 
were  taken  home  by  their  parents.  None 
of  these  things,  however,  turned  the  school 
aside  from  doing  the  thing  which  we  were 
convinced  the  people  most  needed  to  have 
done  for  them. 

I  shall  always  remember  the  afternoon 
when  we  decided  to  really  begin  the  teaching 
of  farming — not  out  of  books,  but  by  actu¬ 
ally  doing  the  thing.  In  the  morning  I 
explained  to  the  young  men  our  need  of  food 
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to  eat,  and  the  desire  of  the  school  to  teach 
them  to  work  with  their  hands.  I  told  them 
that  we  would  begin  with  the  farm,  because 
that  was  the  primary  need.  The  young 
men  were  greatly  surprised  when  the  hour 
came  to  begin  work  to  find  me  present  with 
my  coat  off,  ready  to  begin  digging  up 
stumps  and  clearing  the  land.  As  my  first 
request,  then,  was  in  the  form  of  an  invita¬ 
tion  rather  than  a  command,  I  found  that 
only  a  few  reported  for  work.  I  soon 
learned,  too,  that  these  few  were  ashamed 
to  have  any  one  see  them  at  work.  After 
we  had  put  in  several  hours  of  vigorous 
work  I  found  that  their  interest  began  to 
grow,  because  they  began  to  realize  that  it 
was  not  my  farm  that  they  were  helping  to 
cultivate,  but  that  it  belonged  to  the  school, 
in  which  we  all  had  a  common  interest. 
The  next  afternoon  a  larger  number  reported 
for  work.  They  were  still  shy  about  having 
any  one  see  them  at  work,  however.  This 
was  especially  true  of  the  girl  students. 

Gradually,  year  by  year,  the  difficulties 
which  i  have  enumerated  began  to  melt 
away,  but  not  without  constant  effort  and 
very  trying  embarrassments.  It  soon  became 
evident  that  the  students  knew  how  to  do 
practically  but  one  thing,  and  that  was 
to  grow  cotton,  and  to  grow  this  in  the 
manner  that  it  had  been  grown  by  their 
fathers  for  years.  Another  thing  soon 
became  evident,  also,  and  that  was  that  they 


had  little  idea  of  caring  for  tools  or  livestock. 
Plows,  hoes  and  other  farming  implements 
usually  would  be  left  in  the  field  where  they 
were  last  used.  If  quitting  time  came  when 
the  hoe  was  being  used  in  the  middle  of  a 
field  or  at  the  end  of  a  row,  the  tool  would 
remain  there  over  night.  Where  the  last 
plowing  in  the  fall  was  done,  there  the  plow 
most  likely  would  spend  the  winter.  No 
more  care  was  given  to  wagons  or  harnesses, 
and  the  care  of  the  mules  and  horses  was  in 
keeping  with  that  given  to  the  tools. 

It  was  the  custom  in  the  earlier  days  of 
the  school— as  it  is  now— for  students  and 
teachers  to  assemble  in  the  evening  for 
prayers.  After  we  had  experienced  con¬ 
siderable  trouble  in  trying  to  teach  the 
students  to  put  their  tools  in  a  certain  place 
at  night,  when  through  with  them,  and  had 
not  succeeded,  I  caused  rather  a  sensation 
at  evening  prayers  one  night  by  calling  the 
names  of  three  students  who  had  left  their 
tools  in  the  field.  I  said  that  these  three 
students  would  be  excused  from  the  room  to 
attend  to  this  duty,  and  that  we  would  not 
proceed  with  the  service  until  their  return. 
I  said  that  I  felt  quite  sure  they  would  be 
more  benefited  by  prayer  and  song  after 
having  done  their  work  well  than  with  it 
poorly  done.  A  few  lessons  of  this  kind 
soon  began  to  work  quite  a  change  in  the 
care  with  which  the  students  looked  after  the 
tools  which  they  used. 


{To  he  eonltnued.) 


TO  MAKE  A  LIVING  OR  ADD  TO  THEIR  INCOME. 

EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE  proposes  to  print  prattieal  suggestions  for  women  who  wish  to  make  money. 
An  announcement  regarding  accepted  suggestions  will  be  found  on  page  four  of  the  advertisements. 
The  editors  will  be  glad  to  hear  from  any  one  contemplating  a  trial  of  the  suggestions  published  in 
this  department  and  to  pay  for  accepted  contributions. 


OUR  CORRESPONDENTS. 

E  beg  to  thank  the  writers  of  many  letters,  com¬ 
mending  our  efforts  in  presenting  suggestions. 
Lack  of  space  prevents  the  printing  of  many 
interesting  little  articles  submitted. 

The  editor  requests  that,  in  order  to  test  the  practi¬ 
cability  of  the  plans,  every  woman  who  has  accepted 


a  suggestion  from  this  department,  write  of  her  success, 
great  or  small. 

Mrs.  Ada  E.  Chapin,  through  whose  efforts  in  the 
“Travelling  Exchange”  many  women  have  disposed 
of  their  handwork,  states  that  she  now  has  as  many 
articles  as  she  can  sell  before  Christmas. 

Miss  Hattie  E.  Forbes,  of  Buckingham,  Va.,  makes 
fascinating  rag  monkeys  and  balls  for  little  children. 
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Mrs.  Rose  Davis,  Elizabethtown,  Essex  County, 

N.  Y.,  has  decided  to  care  for  children  at  her  home. 
She  will  furnish  the  best  of  references. 

A  Philadelphia  dentist  wishes  a  woman  solicitor  to 
help  him  carry  out  our  plan  mentioned  in  the  April 
number.  Address  this  office,  with  stamp. 

One  woman  writes  of  clearing  seventy  dollars  in  the 
first  two  months  in  the  making  of  fancy  collars  to 
order.  As  first  stock  in  trade,  she  made  ten  different 
styles  of  collars.  These,  shown  to  friends,  brought 
orders  quickly. 

Miss  M.  Leigh  Jo  Hantgen,  17  Chillicothe  Avenue, 
Bellefontaine,  Ohio,  will  be  glad  to  advise  any  one  who 
wishes  to  start  a  “cleaning”  shop  for  gloves,  scarves, 
clothing,  etc.  She  has  the  formula  for  preparations 
used  by  a  “professional”  cleaner;  and,  to  win  a  wager, 
proved  the  methods  a  success  by  starting  the  business 
in  her  city,  making  a  profit  of  from  five  to  eight  dollars 
in  a  week,  working  but  half  of  each  day.  A  small 
advertisement  in  a  local  daily  brought  immediate 
results. 

On  application  to  this  office,  any  one  wishing  to  pur¬ 
chase  ne^le  or  handwork  of  any  kind  for  the  holidays 
a-ill  be  promptly  supplied  with  names  and  addresses 
of  women  who  need  to  earn  money  by  selling  such 
work. 

Will  not  some  woman  who  wishes  to  “help  others’* 
open  her  parlors  to  receive  consignments  of  fancy  work, 
etc.,  for  sale  this  holiday  season?  It  can  be  under- 
sto<^  that  a  certain  percentage  will  be  charged  on  sales 
made,  to  cover  expenses,  but  preliminary  fees  will 
bo  unnecessary. 

AN  EMERGENCY  BUREAU. 

rPHE  natural  thing  for  “an  untrained  woman”  to 
£  undertake  by  way  of  self-support  would  seem 
to  be  meeting  the  various  duties  that  fall  more 
or  less  to  the  lot  of  all  women  responsible  for  the  care 
of  a  household.  Many  have  undertaken  to  meet  these 
needs  in  some  specific  line.  One  has  made  preserves, 
cake,  biscuits,  etc.,  for  sale.  Another  has  taken  in 
sewing  or  repairing.  This  one  has  been  a  companion 
to  an  invalid;  that  one  has  undertaken  shopping  as  a 
business;  others  have  opened  their  homes  for  a  lunch¬ 
room  or  have  taken  boarders.  The  experience  of  the 
writer,  however,  as  an  amateur  helper  in  many  direc¬ 
tions,  leads  to  the  idea  that  one  or  more  women 
needing  to  find  remunerative  employment  might 
succeed  best  by  combining  various  occupations  in  an 
Emergency  Bureau— for  furnishing  information  and 
relief.  Such  a  Bureau  should  aim  to  meet  the  different 
unexpected  needs  of  many  households.  Thus,  should 
any  family  need  a  dainty  meal  or  a  specially  appe¬ 
tizing  dish  for  unexpect^  guests,  when  it  could  not 
be  prepared  at  home,  the  Emergency  Bureau  would 
furnish  it. 

If  an  ailing  mother  were  unable  to  do  the  sewing  or 
mending  for  her  family,  the  “house  mother”  at  the 
Bureau  would  do  it,  or'have  it  done.  Or  she  would 
attend  to  the  shopping  for  the  children  of  the  invalid, 
for  a  small  commission. 

In  cases  of  serious  illness  in  a  family  the  well  chil¬ 
dren  could  be  taken  in  at  the  Bureau  and  intelligently 
cared  for. 

If  notices  of  a  business  meeting  or  invitations  were 
to  be  sent  out,  one  otherwise  overburdened  could  have 
these  matters  promptly  attended  to  through  the 
Emergency  Bureau. 

Should  an  extra  sleeping-room  be  temporarily 
required,  it  could  be  found  at  or  through  the  Bureau — 


which  could  also  supply  a  place  where  business  or 
social  meetings  of  modest  size  could  be  held. 

Should  a  child  be  backward  in  its  studies,  the  house¬ 
mother,  if  a  woman  of  cultivation,  could  assist  in  their 
preparation. 

The  Emergency  Bureau  might  decorate  a  home  for 
festive  occasions — clean  it  and  put  it  in  order  in  the 
absence  of  its  owners— become,  in  fact,  in  innumerable 
ways,  the  centre  of  helpfulness  to  a  community — the 
centre  also  of  an  ever-widening  circle  of  persons  ready 
to  “lend  a  hand”  for  a  modest  compensation. 

Of  course,  these  possibilities  would  vary  with  the 
capacity  of  those  who  might  undertake  such  a  work. 
But  it  seems  reasonable  to  suppose  that  a  bureau 
undertaking  to  meet  most  of  the  emergencies  of  family 
life  might  succeed  better  than  a  “Woman’s  Exchange” 
as  usually  carried  on,  or  than  the  ordinary  ways  of 
earning  money  by  some  one  line  of  work.  Try  it. 

M.  I.  Forstth. 

INFANTS’  OUTFITS. 

ON  reading  over  some  of  the  “suggestions  for 
untrained  women  who  wish  to  make  a  living  or 
add  to  their  income,”  I  call  to  mind  a  friend 
who  found  the  means  at  her  command  insufficient  to 
dress  her  little  ones  as  she  wished  to  do,  and 
finally  she  decided  to  try  the  following  plan.  To 
start  she  procured  a  good  set  of  patterns  for  an 
infant’s  first  outfit.  Then  through  friends  and  a 
short  advertisement  in  the  leading  paper  in  her 
town,  she  let  it  be  known  that  she  was  prepared  to 
make  infants’  first  clothes  by  the  piece  or  by  the  set, 
charging  according  to  the  amount  of  work.  She  soon 
had  a  great  deal  of  work  and  her  patrons  learned  to 
trust  her  judgment,  and  many  of  them  would  turn  over 
to  her  the  entire  responsibility  of  purchasing  the 
materials  for  the  outfit.  She  also  took  orders  for  trim¬ 
ming  bassinets  and  the  little  toilet  baskets.  Any 
woman  with  a  good  machine  and  a  knowledge  of  the 
attachments  may  make  considerable  “pin-money”  by 
following  this  plan.  Seattle. 

A  WINDOW  GARDENER. 

(?  ARDENING  as  a  profession  for  women  has  been 
J  long  established,  especially  in  England.  The 
Horticultural  College  at  Swanley,  Kent,  has  a 
branch  devoted  exclusively  to  the  training  of  women 
for  professional  gardeners.  Many  ladies  who  have 
private  gardens  take  pupils,  charging  higher  rates  than 
for  a  college  course,  theoretic  teaching  not  being  con¬ 
sidered  so  valuable  as  practical  experience.  Both  of 
these  courses  require  time  and  study  before  the  student 
is  qualified  to  earn  a  living.  But  a  woman  who  would 
make  a  specialty  of  window  gardening  would  find  a 
profession  ready  at  hand  without  giving  either  time 
or  money  to  acquire  it.  The  average  housekeeper  as  a 
rule  does  not  have  the  time  to  give  her  plants  the  care 
they  require.  Large  decorative  plants,  especially 
palms,  need  much  attention  to  keep  them  free  from 
dust,  disease  and  insects,  and  window  boxes  will  fail 
lamentably  if  neglected. 

A  woman  who  would  make  an  intelligent  study, 
from  dmly  experience,  of  the  culture  of  plants  and  of 
the  requirements  necessary  to  their  successful  growth, 
would  find  plenty  of  trade.  A  competent  woman  to 
come  in  twice  a  week  and  take  the  entire  charge  of 
plants  would  prove  a  boon  to  many  flower-loving 
housekeepers. 

Window  gardening  combined  with  the  summer  cul- 
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ture  of  garden  annuab  would  form  a  co>working  part¬ 
nership  insuring  a  pleasant  occupation  the  whole  year 
through.  Many  women  who  try  cultivating  annuals 
in  the  open  ground  and  selling  the  cut  flowers  and  seeds 
find  that  the  long  months  of  the  winter  are  very  dull 
and  profitless,  or  that  it  is  necessary  to  seek  some 
uncongenial  employment.  By  connecting  winter 
window  gardening  with  summer  gardening  both  in¬ 
dustries  would  be  benefited.  Josephine  Yates. 

RAG  DOLLS. 

SOME  years  ago  a  woman  was  suddenly  reduced 
to  poverty.  She  had  never  known  want,  and 
was  utterly  “untrained.” 

There  were  then  but  few  occupations  open  even  to 
women  who  had  youth,  health  and  courage.  But  this 
woman  had  few  even  of  the  gifts  of  nature.  But  one 
little  thing  she  could  do— make  beautiful  rag  dolls! 
Hearing  of  a  market  in  New  York— the  Woman’s 
Exchanges  which  were  then  being  established— she 
aTote,  asking  permission  to  send  some  specimens  of  her 
work.  The  reply  came,  a  blow  to  the  small  courage 
she  possessed,  “Send  no  rag  dolls.”  But  she  had  faith 
in  herself,  and  notwithstanding  this  rebuff,  boldly  sent 
two  of  her  dolb.  It  was  the  “entering  wedge.”  Not 
long  afterward  she  received  orders  for  a  dozen  from 
thb  exchange.  The  work  grew,  was  constant,  close 
and  hard  from  early  mom  till  late  at  night.  Yet  she 
took  time  to  read  ten  to  twelve  newspapers  and  maga¬ 
zines,  with  now  and  then  a  famous  novel,  to  cultivate 
many  rare  flowers  and  shrubs  “out  in  the  open,”  and 
cared  for  a  small  greenhouse  containing  a  hundr^  rare 
plants,  kept  house  and  did  her  own  housework  with 
liUle  and  no  help.  She  made  all  of  her  own  Clothes, 
and  many  for  others  of  the  family,  “took  a  trip 
off”  somewhere  every  year  for  health  and  change, 
and  did  not  by  any  means  ignore  the  social  demands 
of  the  town  in  which  she  lived.  She  has  made 
considerably  over  one  thousand  dolb,  these  “rag 
babies”  selling  for  from  one  to  five  dollars  each. 

Mrs.  R.  E.  Cole. 

MORE  AMATEUR  PHOTOGRAPHY. 

rpO  relate  my  experience  in  amateur  photography 
JL  may  be  worth  while.  With  a  very  meager 
photographic  outfit  I  vbited  in  the  country. 
With  the  pictures  of  hayfields,  etc.,  which  I  made,  the 
workingmen  were  so  pleased  that  I  had  little  difiiculty 
in  selling  to  them.  The  wives  of  the  farmers,  too, 
thought  it  a  treat  to  have  their  photographs  taken 
while  at  work  in  their  “sewing  circle,”  and  with  the 
young  members  of  a  card-club  I  was  particularly  suc¬ 
cessful.  Then,  too,  where  it  would  be  quite  a  task  to 
take  many  children  to  town  at  once,  the  mothers  were 
very  anxious  to  have  their  pictures  taken  together. 
.4gain,  at  a  picnic  these  people  gave,  where  I  was  invited 
to  come  and  take  their  pictures,  I  found  new  customers, 
who  brought  a  great  variety  of  work  to  me.  Thb  all 
occurred  in  the  course  of  two  months.  May  and  June, 
and  I  found  it  very  profitable.  The  pictures  are  large 
size,  5x7,  and  I  charged  25c.  for  the  first  and  15c.  for 
every  one  after ;  or  where  people  ordered  a  dozen  I 
made  them  at  reduced  rates,  ^me  were  mounted  on 
cards,  others  unmounted,  and  some  I  tinted,  having  a 
slight  knowledge  of  water  colors.  These  latter  pic¬ 
tures,  of  course,  sold  for  30c.  and  35c.  each.  During 
thb  time  I  made  at  least  three  times  my  expenses. 

Lena  Eberlet. 


BEATEN  BISCUIT. 

The  demand  for  health  foods  of  all  kinds  is  steadily 
on  the  increase,  and  few  families  are  without 
their  “fads”  in  cereab,  digestible  breads,  etc. 
The  following  suggestion  comes  from  an  elderly 
Southern  lady,  who  writes  in  a  very  entertaining  letter 
of  remembering  all  the  elections  from  the  time  of 
“Old  Tippecanoe  and  Tyler  too”  to  the  present  time. 

“Though  we  are  taught  to  pray  for  our  daily  bread, 
that  b  not  oi/  we  are  required  to  do.  I  have  eaten 
some  of  all  the  new-fashioned  bread,  biscuit,  crackers, 
etc.,  but  have  found  nothing  to  compare  to  our 
mother’s  “beaten  biscuit.”  From  the  octogenarian 
to  the  infant  in  arms,  it  b  equally  acceptable  and 
digestible. 

“A  woman,  with  no  training,  can  make  these,  begin¬ 
ning  with  a  small  investment  and  kind  patrons,  who 
will  indorse  her  skill  and  determination  to  introduce 
these  biscuits  into  the  market.  They  will  become 
popubr,  and  then  she  can  employ  others  and  enlarge 
her  business.  They  can’t  be  made  by  machinery,  as 
they  require  the  strength  of  the  hand  and  arm.  Let 
some  needy,  industrious  woman  try,  and  I’ll  warrant 
that  she  wUl  soon  have  all  the  orders  she  can  fill. 

“Mrs.  Rebecca  Strong.” 
The  recipe  for  the  “beaten  bbcuit”  described  by 
Mrs.  Strong  will  gladly  be  forwarded  to  any  one  desir¬ 
ing  to  make  them  for  sale.— Ed. 

MONEY  IN  THE  HOUSEHOLD. 

rpHE  wail  that  b  going  up  from  hundreds  of  women 
X  that  housework  b  drudgery,  that  it  b  monoto¬ 
nous,  and  many  other  unpleasant  things,  has  a 
direct  refutation  in  a  plan  that  has  been  successfully 
carried  out  by  four  women  for  the  last  ten  years. 
These  women  Uve  in  a  small  town  and  all  of  them  have 
pretty  homes.  They  are  also  blessed  with  husbands 
and  comfortable  incomes.  The  husbands  are  business 
men,  and  take  three  meab  at  home  each  day.  Break¬ 
fast  for  all  the  family  b  eaten  between  seven  and  eight 
o’clock,  dinner  from  twelve  to  one  and  supper  soon 
after  six.  The  families  number  from  three  to  six  each, 
which  b  the  average  American  family. 

Now  comes  the  clever  part.  These  women  do  all 
their  own  housecleaning,  papering  and  general  renovat¬ 
ing  together.  When  Mrs.  A  b  ready  to  clean  or  paper 
she  invites  the  other  three  to  assist.  A  day  each  week, 
or  possibly  two,  b  selected,  and  the  four  b^n.  All  of 
them  are  expert  paper-hangers.  They  enjoy  house- 
cleaning  and  housework  generally.  For  several  years 
I  saw  much  of  them,  and  never  heard  a  complaint  nor 
saw  a  dbmal  face,  and  never  was  I  entertained  in  better 
managed  homes. 

Their  dressmaking  b  done  in  the  same  way.  A 
dressmaker  comes  for  several  days  to  one  of  the  houses. 
She  cuts  and  does  the  expert  work,  the  others  sew  as 
fast  as  she  can  plan  for  them,  and  in  a  few  weeks  the 
sewing  for  the  combined  households  b  out  of  the  way. 
At  the  same  time  they  have  “vbited”  together  and 
have  had  many  a  good  time.  Busy  fingers  are  no  set¬ 
back  to  their  enjoyment. 

Together  they  make  their  preser^’es,  take  thoir 
pleasures,  their  outings,  and  nurse  each  other  when  sick¬ 
ness  comes.  Each  year  they  give  beach  parties  in  summer 
and  evening  affairs  in  winter,  doing  the  work  in  the 
same  cooperative  way.  They  go  frequently  into  a 
nearby  city  for  matindes,  and  keep  up  a  good  social 
list.  They  all  have  large  circles  of  outside  friends, 
and  the  “four”  combination  seems  to  be  accepted 
without  question.  Mart  Graham. 
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Every  bit  of  Lifebuoy  Soap  possesses  life¬ 
saving  qualities,  for  it  is  a  Sanitary, 
Antiseptic,  Disinfectant  Soap.  Its  use 
throughout  the  household  will  insure 
perfect  sanitary  conditions  in  the  home. 
Lifebuoy  Soap  is  made  of  the  purest 
ingredients.  It  is  soap  perfection. 

At  dealers  always  Five  Cents  the  cake,  or  by  mail,  two  cakes  Ten  Cents 
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POPULAR  HOLIDAY  BOOj^ 

A..  Lily  oj^  France 

By  CAROLINE  ATWATER  MASON 


Kdition  dk  Ia'xr  {Sew) 
Handsomely  bound  in  dark  blue  and  {(old. 
with  the  combined  coats-of-arms  of  William  of 
t  Iran{(e  and  Charlotte  de  Bourbon.  Illustratid 
w  'lh  fourteen  hne  Klson  (^lotogravures  and  a 
Ik  auiiful  frontispiece  from  an  original  painting. 
Prke.  $2.50  net,  postpaid.  $2.70 


RBIiULAR  KdITION 

W'ell  illustrated,  artistically  bound  in  Fremh 
blue  and  white. 

A  it>th  century  romance,  historically  accu¬ 
rate.  and  of  intense  and  powerful  interest. 

Price,  $1.10  net,  postpaid.  $1.25 


Fkedkkick  Harrison  says  :  **  I  am  reading  *  A  Lily  of  France*  with  great  pleasure. 
1  see  how  closely  ytui  have  followed  the  true  history  and  the  real  character  of  the  actors.  No 
romance  can  exceed  the  romance  of  that  history.** 


BOOKS  FOR.  BOYS 
The  Blue  and  Buff  Series  I  ■"Ji”!"''. 


By  Evekett  T.  Tomi  iksos 

Price  per  volume,  $1.00  net,  postpaid,  $1.10 

A  Prisoner  in  Buff  Old  Fort  Schuyler 
In  the  Wyoming  Valley 

These  are  admirable  stories  dralinj;  Hith  Revolutionary  times. 


The  Ward  Hill  Books 

Price  per  volume,  $1.00  net,  poetpaid,  $1.10 

Ward  Hill  at  Weston  Ward  Hill  the  Senior 
Ward  Hill  at  College 

A  series  of  boys’  books  equally  as  entertaining  and  somewhat 
simil.ir  to  “Tom  Brown  at  Rugby.’’ 


AMERICAN  BAPTIST  PUBLICATION  SOCIETY 

1420  Chestnut  Street,  Philadelphia  132  E:ast  23d  Street.  New  York 
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Music 


If  there  is  a  piano  in  your  homi 
send  you  without  charge  seven  i 
musical  compositions,  two  1 
five  instrumental.  Three  of  them 
are  copyrighted  and  cannot  be 
music  store  for  less  than  Swl 
them  we  will  send  four  portSts 
composers  and  four  large  re{sdi 
fiunous  paintings  of  musical  suKctf 
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lection  of  vocal  and  initnimfl^  musiij 
contains  more  music,  more 
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POPULAR  PAYING  PROFESSIONS 

C  TAUGHT  FREE  BY  MAIL  ^ 

1  Providence  has  given  to  you  and  to  everyone  else  a  lo/eMt  u 

Q  — a  capacity  to  do  aome  one  thing  well.  ^ 

S  That  talent  is  worth  momey  to  you^it  has  a  market  value.  Z 

y  Our  bitsi  *ess  is  to  develop  your  particular  talent  and  to  put  y 

4  you  in  thedircct  line  of  securing  a  position,  or  a  paying  mar-  L 
L  ket  fur  your  work.  We  extend  a  helping  hand  to  you.  J 

Z  In  short  story  writing,  drawing  and  illustrating  Z 

V  WE  Rt Y  OUR  HTUDENTH’  WORK.  V 

A  Hy  our  Other  courses  of  Study  A 

V  Y«m  con  Hrcare  n.  Paylnc  Pasltlan.  V 

^  The  instruction  in  the  different  courses  covers  the  individ-  ^ 

V  •  al  requirements  of  each  stude. It,  ami  Ike  roarae  o/ fns<r«e-  V 

A  turn  itabeoiittelg  FREE.  X 

w  If  you  want  to  I  earn  story  writing,  illustrating  or  drawing ,  m 

m  m.-tkethis  mark(  X  )befote  t  e  subjects  in  tue  coupon  and  A 
\f  send  to  i.s  for  further  particulars.  y 

A  If  you  V  ant  to  know  how  to  apply  for  and  to  secure  a  bus-  A 
Ip  mess  position,  then  try  our  course  oil  letter  wri.i  g.  j4 

^  I>oyou  want  to  know  how  todominaletheoccasion.socia  ly  ^ 

V  or  in  a  business  way,  then  **  How  to  Converse"  IS  the  subje.t  y 

A  to  mark.  X 

k  <tur  courses  on  "  Etiquette"  will  make  you  a  social  leader,  m 

P  The  position  of  *'A  l.ad’es*  Companion  "  is  very  desirable  ^ 

y  and  the  demand  in  large  cities  is  great —learn  to  b^ome  cme.  V 
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“  A  new  phase  of  Kipling's  genius,^^ — N.  V\  American. 

The  Just  So  Stories 

For  Little  Children 
By  RUDYARD  KIPLING 

“  Uke  the  '•Jungle  Books,'  but  different  from  anything  else" — Buffalo  Express. 


ILLUSTRATED  BY  THE  AUTHOR 

Any  Best-Beloved  who  will  keep  mousey-quiet,  as  Taffy  did,  and  read  these  stories, 
will  find  out  lots  of  things  he  never  knew  before,  and  the  pictures  will  surely 
make  him  look  just  like  the  Par.see  when  he  saw  the  Rhinoceros’  skin,  and 
smiled  •*ne  smile  that  ran  all  ’round  his  face  two  times.  And  here  are  some  of  the 
things  the  mousey-quiet  Best-Beloved  will  learn  : 

How  the  Kthiopian  chanj^ed  his  skin,  and  the  l..eupard  got  his  s|M)ts,  and  no  longer  looked  like  a  Sunflower 
against  a  tarred  fence. 

How  the  bubbly  Camel  gut  his  hump  and  had  to  work  like  the  other  beasts. 

How  the  Nfariner  and  me  little  'Stute  Kish  conspired  to  fix  the  Whale,  so  that  now  he  can  eat  nothing  but 
small  fish. 

How  the  Parsee  who  lived  by  the  Red  Sea  took  revenge  on  the  Rhinoceros,  so  that  now  his  skin  is  all 
wrinkled  and  he  lias  very  bad  manners. 

How  the  Klepliant’s  Child  of  ’satiable  curiosity  always  got  in  trouble,  until  his  nose  grew  long,  with  tlie  help 
of  the  Crocodile  and  the  Ki-Coloured’Python*Rock*Snake. 

And  many  other  strange  and  curious  happenings. 

Kipling's  ftew  book  is  nothing  less  than  A  I^fTTLR  MASTR/IP/ECR.  Ft  is  as  much  a  work  of  genius 
as  any  of  his  more  ambitious  performances.  Xever  wis  there  a  boi*k  for  children  to  surpass  this.  IT 
TAKES  FV.ACE  BESIDE  ^  ALICE  IX  ICOXDEELAXD'  with  I'enniePs  illustrations.,  as  a  classic.,  which 
generation  after  generation  of  children  will  prize  as  a  source  of  flawless  joy." — N.  V.  I'ribune. 

“  Full  of  humorous  conceits  and  laughable  incidents,  to  keep  the  nursery  in  a  roar ;  and  the  older  folks  will 
enjoy  them  fully  as  well  and  read  between  the  lines  a  tnessage  addressed  to  themselves." — Y.  Herald. 

"Price,  ^1.20,  ^ef 
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13  ILLUSTRATED  VOLUMES  ^^^^■■■■^^7,000  LARGE  PAGES 

Before  Buying  Shakespeare 


Critical  Comments :  lliis  is  the  anly  edition  <  ni| 

I  img  Critical  Comments  on  tnk 

nUys  and  characters  selected  from  the  lAxitings  of  tnuiuMn 
Shakespearean  scholars.  l*hese  comments  make  clear  the  larK^  i 
meaning:  of  the  play  and  the  nature  of  the  characters. 

Complete  Glossaries:  These  tjive  the  meaning  of 

■  ^  .1  ■  I  ■  rvery  obsolete  or  dijffi cult  word. 

Noothereditioncontainstilossanes  as  complete  and  full  as  these, 
and  no  other  edition  contains  the  (ilossaries  in  the  same  volume  as 
the  plays. 

Arguments :  Preceding  each  play  is  an  analysis  of  the  play 
—called  an  ^'Argrument’*— isritten  in  an  inter* 
estinff  story*tellinf  style.  It  you  do  not  care  to  read  the  entire  play, 
you  can  read  its  plot  and  the  development  of  its  story  through  the 
.Argument. 


A  Life  of  the  Poet :  No  other  edition  contains  so  much 
interesting  material  concerning 
Shakespeare  himself.  There  is  a  life  of  Shakespeare  by  Dr.  Isra^ 
(Holland,  with  critical  estimates  of  his  character  and  genius  by 
Walter  Bagehot,  l^slie  Stephens,  and  other  writers. 


The  Coupon  Cuts  the  Price  in  Two! 

If  Sent  Before  Christmas 


There  are  only  a  few  hundred  sets  of  our  Special  Club  edition  remaining  for  distribution  through  our  Shake¬ 
speare  Club,  and  we  are  obliged  to  place  a  limit  on  the  half-price  offer.  We  have  made  this  limit  Christ¬ 
mas.  It  means  that  if  you  send  us  your  order  before  December  ssth,  you  can  obtain  a  set  of  this 
/  ^  splendid  Shakespeare  at  one-half  the  regular  prices,  but  if  you  do  nut  order  a  s?t  until  after  Christ- 
mas,  we  cannot  give  the  advantage  of  the  Club  prices.  The  prices  through  the  Club  are  $aa  for 
a  set  in  half-leather  binding  and  $i8  for  cloth  binding,  payable  at  the  rate  of  $i  a  month, 
c  on  ^  The  regular  prices  of  this  edition  are  $44.00  and  $j6.oo.  Cut  out  the  coupon  and  mail  it 
^‘iLiUnnl^k^  to-day.  We  will  send  you  a  set,  express  paid,  for  examination,  and  if  it  is  not  sat- 

h»li-le»th« isfactory  you  may  return  it  at  our  expense,  or  you  may  retain  it  by  paying  $1.00  within 
racto^i’aprc^C^^  A''*  days  and  $1.00  a  month  thereafter  until  the  full  amount  is  paid. 


f  Each  subacrfber  for  this  edition  will  reeelvc,  fVee, 'a  enaplele  Index  ef 
'  KhnLenpenre*.  weeks,  by  means  of  which  the  student  caa  readOy  And  any  psssax* 

in  any  of  the  Plays  or  Poems.  No  Concordance  of  Shakespeare  can  be  bought  lor  less  than  |6.oc. 
and  thK  volume  k  worth  more  to  the  average  reader  than  a  Concordance.  None  of  the  other  widelv 
advertised  edhlons  contains  a  Tofdca]  Index. 


Namt . 
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City . 

In  ordering  cloth,  change  ai  months  to  17  months 
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A  Complete  Musical  Library 
At  Half  Price 


If  3rou  are  a  pianist  or  a  singer  you  are  constantly  buying  sheet  music — and  paying  high  prices  for  it.  It 
lies  in  ragged  piles  around  the  house  and  becomes  scattered  and  tom.  You  lose  money  by  buying  music  in  that 
way,  to  say  nothing  of  your  loss  of  time  and  temper  when  searching  for  a  particular  selection.  Why  not  buy 
your  music  in  volumes,  filled  with  the  best  selections,  and  thoroughly  indexed  ?  The  “  Library  of  the  World’s 
Best  Mask  ”  is  designed  for  your  needs.  Its  eight  volumes — sheet  music  size,  but  light  and  easy  to  handle — are 
crowded  with  the  best  vocal  and  instrumental  music,  carefully  selected  by  an  experienced  corps  of  music  editors. 
If  you  were  to  buy  the  music  it  contains,  one  piece  at  a  time,  it  would  cost  you  over  $200.00.  Through  our 


Musical  Library  Club — for  a  limited  time — the  entire  set 
will  cost  you  one-tenth  of  that  amount,  and  youycan 
pay  it  in  little  payments  of  fi.oo  a  month.  / 


A  Bookcase  Free  if  you  Order  at  Once. 


The  World^s  BoAt  Mufic 


other  Musical  Library.  It  is  fully  indexed,  s 
can  be  quickly  found,  and  the  volumes  are 
open  flW  ai  the  piaaa.  All  the  world-famous  c 
sented — includinK  such  names  as  Wagner,  Li^ 
van,  Mozart,  Handel,  Chopin,  De  Koven, 
but  the  selections  have  been  so  carefully 
difficult  for  the  average  performer.  The  'Ak 
■caul  idccllaas  by  the  best  ; 

operatic  melodies,  dances,  funeral  mar. '  M\ni 
piano  music.  There  are  US  heat  cU  aB  atw 
and  quartets.  Among  the  selections  0-.  too  i 
pieces  of  music  by  American  comp, 
sheet  music,  number  of  bio  rraphies, 
this  Musical  Library  leads  all  olucr. 

To  the  music  student  this  Libi 
(Sacatlia.  It  exhibits,  in  correct  I 
schools  of  musk,  and  it  is  a  never  J| 
pleasure  in  the  variety  and  raiu^ 
cyclopedia  it  is 
cians  and  4lt  portrsH^ 
art  plates  in  colors, 
cloth  and  half-leather. 


^  is  amre  thaa  half  a  maslcal 

rm,  all  the  various  classes  and 
’ioj;  source  of  instruction  and 
if  Its  selections.  As  a  musical 
1. loins  SM  hfsiraphles  of  musi- 
brinK  handsome  chromatic 
are  handsomely  bound  in  art 


une: 


Siu  of  Volumes^  g  x  12  inches. 


^pon  Cuts  the  Price  in  Half 
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approval,  prepaid,  a 
^  set  of  ••The  MTorld*# 

Beat  Mnale**  in  half- 
^ leadter.  If  satlstectory  I 
^ scree  to  pay  |i.oo  wKmn  5 
days  and  fi.oo  per  month  there* 
after  for  24  mondts ;  if  not  sat* 
IsActor)’  I  agree  to  return  the  s^ 
Y  within  5  days.  If  this  coupon  Is 
mailed  in  time  1  am  to  receive  a  book¬ 
case  with  the  set  free. 
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EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


The  Greatest  Spoken 


M  o  n  E  •R 


Ex-Speaker 
ThomasB.Reed’s 
Splendid  Libra¬ 
ry  of  the  Best 
After-Dinner 
Sjx^eches, Classic 
and  Popular  Lec¬ 
tures,  Famous 
Addresses,  Stor¬ 
ies,  etc.,  in  ten 
elegant  volumes, 
superbly  illus¬ 
trated  with  fine 
photogravures 
and  color  plates. 


The  Library  of  MODERN  ELOQUENCE  stands  without  a  peer. 
Nothing  like  it  was  ever  attempted  before.  Edited  by  one  of  the 
greatest  of  Modern  Leaders  of  Men,  ex-Speaker  Thomas  B.  Reed  (assisted 
by  a  corps  of  editors  famous  wherever  the  language  is  heard),  “  Modern 
Eloquence  ”  is  the  masterpiece  of  one  who  has  lived  close  to  those  who 
have  made  and  are  making  the  history  of  our  times. 

In  these  volumes  the  reader  runs  the  whole  gamut  of  eloquence, 
from  laughter  to  tears,  from  |xithos  t«)  ridicule;  keen  satire  is  mingled 
with  unctuous  humor ;  the  strong,  trenchant  utterance  of  action  with 
the  droll  fancies  of  the  funny. 

We  hear  the  ap|)lause  ami  the  laughter,  we  surrender  to  the 
.sjx-'ll  of  the  words ;  we  can  feel  the  tense  silence  as  the  speaker 
mounts  to  his  sublimest  flights,  then  hear  the  outburst  of  applause 
as  the  audience  catches  the  si>eaker  at  his  climax. 

One  sits  at  the  board  where  the  greatest  after-diiiner  orators, 
wits  and  humorists  are  at  their  best.  One  listens  to  those  master- 


JOH/f  2).  MO'R'RIS  rSl  CO„  Txtbli^h- 


PkaM  meation  KverybiKiv' 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


Thought  of  the  19th  Century” 

E  L  O  Q  \/  EJ^  C  E 

minds  who  from  the  platform  have  swayed  multitudes,  and  held  men’s  minds 
captive  by  the  magic  of  their  words. 

These  are  the  books  for  the  home  —  for  an  idle  hour  —  for  the  days  and 
nights  of  preparation  —  for  an  evening’s  entertainment — for  the  future.  They 
are  filled  with  living  thoughts  for  living  men. 

Here  DEPEW  puts  you  off  your  guard  with  a  laugh,  before  his 
keen  blade,  with  a  quick  thrust,  drives  home  the  truth.  Here  may  be  seen 
something  of  that  marvelous  power  and  poise  by  which  BEECHER,  single- 
handed  and  single-voiced,  conquered  and  calmed  the  howling  mobs  in  English 
halls,  and  won  from  hostile  crowds  a  hearing  for  the  Union  cause.  Here 
the  reader,  as  he  feels  the  thrill  of  GRADY’S  immortal  words  on  “The  New 
South,”  realizes  something  of  the  wondrous  change  of  national  feeling  wrought 
by  “  the  velvet  splendor  of  that  mellow  tongue,”  and  how  it  was  that 
by  that  banquet  speech  in  a  single  night  the  speaker  “  leaped  into  national 
fame.”  Here  such  men  as  GLADSTONE,  and  CHOATE,  EVARTS 
and  CURTIS,  HILLIS  and  GOUGH  reveal  in  their  words  something 
of  the  secret  which  every  aspiring  man  longs  to  acquire  —  the  secret 
of  power  over  the  minds  of  men.  A 

To  live  in  such  high  companionship,  to  feel  the  stimulus 
of  contact  with  keen  minds,  is  what  every  right-minded  man  y  A 

desires .  ^ 


SPECIAL  ^  handsome  portfolio,  containing 

1 1  sample  photogravures  and  chro- 
OFFER  plates  and  80  specimen  pages  A 

__  of  brilliant  After-Dinner  Speeches, 
Lectures,  Addresses.  ‘Anecdotes, 
etc.,  will  be  sent  free  of  charge  on  request 
With  this  we  will  also  submit  a  special  ^ 1 
proposition  which  will  easily  place  this  ^ 

great  work  in  your  possession.  ^y']^ 


eS  MORRIS  &  CO. 

a  1201  Chestnut  St., 

^  Philadelphia,  Pa. 

Gbntlbmfn  :  Referring 
Y  ^ to  your  advertisement  of  Hon. 

Thomas  B.  Reed’s  Library  of 
Modem  Eloquence  in  Evbrt- 
' body’s  Magazinb,  I  will  be  pleased 
W  to  receive  portfolio  of  sample  pages, 
'  ^Rotogravures  and  chromatic  plates;  also 
full  particulars  regarding  bindings,  prices, 
etc. 

Namb . 


evsS,  Vhiladetphici 


City  and  State. 
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FREE 

The  Beautiful 

Success  Calendar 


'jTHE  publishers  of  Success  have  issued 
*  an  exquisitely  engraved  twelve-leaf 
Calendar.  This  Calendar  is  one  of  the 
finest  examples  of  the  famous  Colortype 
Process,  which  excels  lithography  in  its 
beautiful  soft  tones  and  coloring^.  The 
twelve  designs  are  original  paintings  made 
for  Success  by  America’s  leading  artists, 
and  represent  subjects  of  general  and 
inspirational  interest.  The  original  of 
the  one  for  December,  herewith  shown  in 
miniature,  is  a  most  exquisite  painting  by 
the  famous  artist,  J.  C.  Leyendecker,  rep¬ 
resenting  "The  Three  Wise  Men  of  the 
East." 

SENT  FREE 

The  Success  Calendar  will  be  sent  en¬ 
tirely  free  of  charge  and  postpaid  to  any 
reader  of  this  magazine  who  will  cut  off 
and  send  to  us  this  calendar  advertise¬ 
ment,  or  who  will  send  costal  card  men¬ 
tioning  Everybody’s  Magazine  to 

THE  SUCCESS  COMPANY, 

UsiTcnMy  BalMlai,  WasklaftM  N«w  Vwk 


AND  -SUCCESS' 


The  buccESS  edition  of  “  The  Empire  of  Business  ’’  is  the  only 
low-priced  edition  which  will  be  issued  tiiis  season,  the  regular  edition 
being  sold  by  the  publishers  at  f 3.0a  It  w-ill  be  printed  from  exactly 
the  same  plates  as  those  used  in  the  regular  edition,  and  upon  a 
beautiful  new  paper,  first  introduced  this  year.  The  book  contains 
3$o  pages,  and  is  substantially  and  beautifully  bound  in  heavy  cloth, 
gold  stamping. 

Success  for  1902-3 

The  Great  Home  Magazine  of  America 

For  Every  Member  of  the  Family 

Success  is  unique.  No  paper  approaches  it  in  interest  and 
value  for  every  member  of  the  family.  In  less  than  /rco 
years,  its  circulation  has  jumped  from  75,000  to  $joo,ooo.  It 
is  read  with  interest  by  the  businessman  and  “the  mother’’— 
by  the  young  man  and  woman — by  the  boys  and  gjirls — and 
by  the  children.  /I  //  find  something  of  interest  in  every  issue. 

In  so  small  a  space  we  can  give  you  no  idea  of  the  treat  in 
store  for  our  readers  during  the  next  twelve  months.  The 
best  authors,  politicians,  scientists,  artists,  and  mm  of 
attioH  in  all  departments  of  life  have  been  engaged  to  en¬ 
rich  the  columns  of  Success.  No  expense  is  ever  spared  in 
our  editorial  department.  "  The  best  is  none  too  good  ’’  is 
our  motto. 

$t.00  a  year.  Ten  cents  a  copy. 

THE  SUCCESS  COMPANY, 

Dept  N  608  University  BuiMing,  Washington  Square,  New  York 


The  publishers  of  Success  take  pleasure  in  an¬ 
nouncing  that  they  have  contracted  with 
Doubleday,  Page  &  Co.,  publishers  of  Mr.  Carnegie’s 
great  book,  “The  Empire  of  Business.”  (price  of  regu¬ 
lar  edition  $3.00.)  for  a  special  "Success  Edition” 
at  a  price  so  low  as  to  make  possible  the  following 
extraordinary  proposition ; — 

Our  Great  “Carnegie”  Offer 

We  offer  an  annual  subscription  to  SUC¬ 
CESS  and  "The  Empire  of  Business”  for 
only  $1.50. 


PIcue  mention  Everybody’s  Magarine  when  yon  write  to  advertisere- 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


Sent  FR.£E  for  Your  Approvn.! 


**  1 1  I»well  uys,  **  U  mainly  the  l•i«lKrat>hy  «>f  a  lew  miiterial  men.**  the  men  who  stud  hs  beset 

lii;hts  upon  the  hllU  of  time.  Their  lives  are  mt>re  l.iterestini;  than  a  romance,  for  what  tb^  hare  dare<l 
an.t  what  they  have  done  K  faft.  not^r/ren.  They  are  the  real  makers  of  history,  a^  thw  achle\e- 
meots  are  recortted  ln**IIKKOKM  OK  IIIMTOKY***  mir  ^ 


New  Libratry 
of  Biography 


These  biographies  afford  the  easiest,  moat  pleasant  and  m< 
fascinating  way  to  become  acquainted  with  the  world’s  hlstor> 
fur  the  past  *300  years.  They  kindle  the  imagination, 
lifightea  the  Intellect.  Itroaden  the  understanding  and 
Indelibly  Impress  Important  haiipenings  uihhi  the 
memory.  IlfcitOKH  OF  MlttlniRY  K  a  pos* 
session  of  llfodong  value,  and  consthutrs 


The  One  Superb 
Christmas  ^ 
Gift  \MkM\M  /nrf^r 


Handsome 

Volumes 


>Ve  send  tliem  all  to  you  at  once 
for  your  approval,  and /(O’  trans/or- 
tatum  tkart’fs.  We  do  this  I  ecause 
Iw  we  want  you  to  ex.imlne  the  entire  nork 

Pg/  M  your  leisure.  When  you  note  the  |t^c«t 

namen  whose  deeds  are  recorded,  from  Alex- 
^  ander  the  Great  to  our  own  Oneral  Grant; 
when  you  mark  the  dlatlnirwlshed  hlatwrlMS 
erltlen  and  literary  c^lehntlew  who  have  written 
the  l>iogr.t|>hies :  when  you  notice  the  haadneaie 
Indlng.  inrce  elenr  type,  excellent  paper,  nn* 
mnn  hnlf-tnae  and  a  and  enffraslagn  pnnted  on 
I  pl.ite  paper;  when  you  observe  the  cans  eaieat  alse 
nilfff4  appearance  of  the  volumes ;  when  vou  do  alt 
e  confideni  that  you  will  exclaim  ••/’Air  U  the  ivetrk  / 


Why  You  Need  This  Work 


First  of  all  because  it  Is  the  heat!  Itecause  it  is  the  aaly  biographical 
IHwary  which  adequately  covers  the  held ;  the  f-nly  library  written  by 
really  diatlacalalied  aatliara.  hlatarlaaa  ana  erltlea,  such  as 
Iambs  Anthony  Froidb.  Howard  A.  Frefman.  Frederic 
Harrison,  Washington  Irving,  Hbadlby.  Sparks,  etc.;  because 
no  other  library  of  biography  contains  the  lives  of  all  the  f* blowing  REAL  A 

MAKERS  OF  HISTORY:  WASHINGTON,  LINCOLN,  NAPOLEON.  M 

Grant.  Columbus.  Frederick  the  Great.  Cromwell.  Nblson, 
r  Franklin,  W’illiam  the  silent.  Livingstone.  Stanley,  and 

lOAN  OP  Arc.  Two  widely  advertised  biographical  works  omh  all  of  these. 

H>:R0KN  of  HIhTORY  is  conceded  toTie  the  latent,  aioat  eamplete.  / 
and  by  far  the  maat  aathorltatlve  work  of  the  kind  in  existence.  Cat 


Just  Now  LE^SS 
Than  Half  Price 


Name 


Address. 


Please  mention  Everybody's  Magazine  when  you  write  to  adveitiaers. 


EVERYBODY'S  MAGAZINE 


AN  ELEGANT  REPRODUCTION  OF  A  CHARMING  PfTTf'XT 

$75,000 PEintiD^f  Away 


TpOR  several  years  we  have  been  searching  for  something  to  give  to  the  subscribers  of  the  Woman’s 
-P  Home  Companion  that  would  ECLIPSE  ANYTHING  EVER  OFFERED  BY  ANY  PUBLISH¬ 
ING-HOUSE  IN  THE  WORLD.  At  last,  at  great  expense,  we  are  able  to  make  it  possible  for  every 
home  in  America  to  possess  a  magnificent  and  faithful  reproduction  of  one  of  the  most  remarkable 
paintings  ever  produced  bv  mortal  man  in  this  or  any  other  age.  It  secured  for  the  artist  the  honor  of 
immediate  admission  to  the  ranks  of  the  Royal  Academy.  The  original  painting  was  shown  all  over 
Europe,  and  thousands  upon  thousands  of  people  gazed  upon  it  with  rapture.  It  was  quickly  bought 
up  for  $75,000.00,  and  placed  in  the  position  of  nonor  in  one  of  the  most  celebrated  galleries  in  Eurc^, 
and  no  American  money  yet  offered  has  been  able  to  secure  it  for  this  country.  The  whole  picture  fas¬ 
cinates  one  with  its  absolute  accuracy  to  life.  Every  figure  in  itself  alone  is  a  study  that  would  make 
a  wonderful  picture.  Every  face  is  alive  with  the  spirit  of  action.  It  is  a  picture  of  mirth  and  merri¬ 
ment  :  a  picture  to  bring  sunshine  into  every  home  and  the  heart  of  every  one  who  gazes  upon  it. 
You  cannot  tell  our  engraving  from  the  only  other  authorized  r«jroduction,  which  sells  in  Europe  for 
$iS.oo  (eighteen  dollars).  Our  exquisite  reproduction  is  25  by  m  inches,  including  margin,  the  exact 
size  of  the  costly  t'uropean  engraving,  ana  will  be  a  splendid  addition  to  the  art  collection  of  any 
home,  whether  framed  or  hung  without  framing,  a  fashion  now  so  much  in  vogue. 

«*•  ThU  marrelou  pictare  will  be  given  FREE  to  any  person  sending  one  HEW  yearly  sab- 
Ih  Iw  |h  l-^  scrlptloa  to  the  Woman’s  Home  Companion.  A  copy  will  also  be  given  FREE  to  every 
A  one  snbscrlblng  to  tbe  Woman’s  Home  Companion,  on  condition  that  they  add  25  cents  for 

postage  and  packing  when  sending  One  Dollar,  the  regalar  price  for  one  year’s  sabecrlptlon. 

Our  r**The  Villfl^C  Wedding,”  very,  very  cheap  at  $5.00 "I  BotH 
Unparalleled  \  Roman’s  Home  Companion  one  year,  .  ‘ .  1.00  I  for 

Offer  I  A  total  value  of  over  $6.00  J  $1.^ 

The  Woman’s  Home  Companion  is  Edited,  Illustrated  and  Made  Up  in  New  York  City,  the 
Leading  Literary  and  Art  Center  in  America.  It  is  the  leader  of  all  the  hign-class  household  publica¬ 
tions.  It  has  44  to  6o  pages  each  issue,  and  in  twelve  issues  carries  more  than  one  thousand  beautiful 
illustrations  by  the  finest  artists  with  brush  or  camera.  Its  departments  are  the  best,  and  its  special 
features  are  unexcelled.  360,000  copies  are  printed,  which  gives  nearly  two  million  readers  each 
month.  In  short,  it  is  the  LARGEST,  BRIGHTEST  and  BEST  illustrated  home  magazine  pub¬ 
lished  anywhere  for  $1.00  a  year.  The  leading  writers  and  artists  are  in  the  list  of  contnbutors. 

Prkt*  r’onf-c?  A  SAMPLE  COPY  OP  THE  WOMAN’S  HOME  COMPANION 

I  U1  well  Is  WILL  BE  MAILED.  POST-PAID.  TO  ANY  ADDRESS. 

A  lAIKE  CASH  COMMSSION  pivea  AgeaU  aad  dab-raiaers.  Write  ta  aay  oae  af  tJw  three  addreaeea  below. 

WOMAN’S  HOME  COMPANION 


125  Times  Building,  NEW  YORK 


SPRINQPIBLD,  OHIO 


1529  Marquette  Building,  CHICAOO 


Plea<;c  mention  Everybody's  Magazine  when  you  srrite  lo  advertiiers. 


Books  are  royal  octavo,  about  ii  inches  tall,  beautifully  bound  in  half-russia. 

Orve  Dolletr  is  8^11 

A  Single  Dollar  (if  you  act  at  once)  is  all  it  will  cost  you  to 
secure  possession  of  RIDPATH’S  History  of  the  World.  A  great 
big  set  of  9  Royal  Octavo  volumes,  with  4,000  illustrations  and  many 
maps  and  color  plates.  The  rest  you  pay  in  monthly  payments  of 
$2.00  each. 

If  you’d  like  to  own  the  best  World’s  History  in  existence, — 
a  history  that’s  as  interesting  as  a  story-book  and  almost  as  reliable  as 
the  law  of  gravitation, — send  for  the  free  prospectus  and  specimen- 
page-book  to-day,  using  the  coupon  below. 

We’ve  a  pamphlet,  prepared  by  the  publishers  of  the  history, 
which  tells  just  what  the  work  is,  how  it  came  to  be  written,  .V 
and  the  sort  of  readers  it  aims  to  entertain  and  interest.  This 
pamphlet  also  contains  specimens  of  the  illustrations  and  text  ' 

pages,  and  if  you’re  interested,  and  mail  us  the  coupon,  without 
we’ll  send  it  to  you  free  of  cost. 

^ddress  below 

Reading  that  pamphlet  will  settle  in  your  mind,  r&mple  -  rage  -  and  - 

o  illustration  book  which 

once  for  all,  whether  you  need  the  history  or  not ;  ey^heR?ce"cham.''laranS! 


pctgts,  ciiiu  11  y-KJu  iiiicicsicU)  aiiu  man  me  ewujjuii,  Without 

we’ll  send  it  to  you  free  of  cost. 

^ddress  below 

Reading  that  pamphlet  will  settle  in  your  mind,  r&mple  -  rage  -  and  - 

o  illustration  book  which 

once  for  all,  whether  you  need  the  history  or  not ;  ey^heR?ce"cham.''laranS-‘ 
and  you’d  best  settle  it  NOW,  for  there’ll  be  no  j^^'are^ivpe^HTtes. 
more  at  forty  per  cent,  discount  from  the  regular 

.  fir  1  If  11  f  ^X^  information  as  you  can  send  to 

price  after  the  tew  we  have  lett  are  sold.  yx  assist  me  in  finding  out  just  what  the 

r  .•  X  history  is  and  whether  or  not  it  will 

suit  me  to  join  the  Half-Price  Club  and 

JOHN  WANAMAKER  X... 


NEW  YORK— PHILADELPHIA 


Address . 

COUPON 


Please  meouua  Everybody's  Magazine  when  you  write  to 


KeniemtiCT,  If  yoa  nwnUon  EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE  the  ncantlflil 

t'allrcr  Vlrl  Calmdar,  mmI  the  NoTOnber  and  Ueceuiber  iMuea  are  giren  tree,  all  chaises 
N.  prepaid  by  ns,  with  each  $lux>  aobsctipUon  to  Fbamk  Lssui’s  PorcLaa  Uovtblt  tor 
^  IMS— that  is,  14  numbers  and  Calendar  postpaid,  • 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


Best  Offer  th.  Year 


nil  mf  u  ose  ^ 

Asif  the  site  ttf  M 

Calendar /Icurt.  3 


>  Absolutely  FREE  to  Subteribtrs 

Nov.  number  and  Superb  25  cent 
Christmas  Number  of  LLSLIL’S 
MONTHLY,  and  COLLLGE. 
GIRL  CALENDAR  for  1903,  free 
to  all  who  subscribe  NOW. 
k  Features  of  Leslie's  for  NoTemberand  December: 

L  “The  Mill,’*  anewand  sttiking  story  by  Da.  llENET 
■Vail  Dies. 

B  **The  Astobiogi-apliE  of  a  Tbler,”  a  genolns 
^  personal  narratiTc  of  intense  Tinman  Intnest. 

.  **U!fhard  M>n.Brld,*'a  masteiiy  sketch  by  tho 
^Vyflist  of  theatii>-al  rntieii.  WiLLtAM  WlNTEE. 

\  Htonet  lij  sui'li  auiliors  as  Haksy  Stilwell 
XEpwabds,  Chakiks  Kattell  Loomis,  Kdem 
I  ■(e\  rniLLfoTTs,  Kolkton  Castle  and  Ehebsom 
mm  o\  Hot'OH. 

W  p!  LOOKING  FORWARD— 1903 

W  aj  Three  Splendid  Novels.  * 

r  i>  /  "Oleagarry  Mtorle*,''  a  tale  of  sentiment.  A 
better  sequel  to  oThe  Maa  fborn  OleBaairy,”  by 
'  /  Ralph  Cokkoe. 


“  The  AsMthyst  Box.”  a _ 

as  “The  Learcawerth  Case,' 
,  Ubeee. 


story  of  mystery,  as  rood 
•e,”  ny  .Ynna  Katheeieb 


Frank  * 

Leslie 

Publishing  House  ^ 

141-147  Fifth  Avenue 
NewYerfc. 


W  m  ^0eBBUDeni,**ftnoTtiofthrUliiiffinteicit.b7the 

/fk  ■  ervAtor  of  **Tke  AMAtcar  l'raclhMMa»**  Lenut 

/■  m  W.  HoRxrNG. 

^  Each  SMath  will  appear  cokNTd  p«rtr»lu«f  the  beet  American 
W  actors  aa4  actreeees,  sketched  from  life  and  aocompanied  ^ 
M  frank  and  aathoritatire  criticisms.  A monit  the  sketches  madie 
H  for  early  nambers  are  portraits  of  Joairn  JiulMua,  KscBAan 

I  ManariatP  and  Mtao  Jt'ua  MAnLown. 

^  LESlIl’S 

■l^MONTHLY 

1^^  fopvrVp  I  CALENDAR 

ffarrard  Yell  Beautiftilly  Ilthograpbed 

Harvard!  Harvard!  Harvard!  In  12  colora  upon#  BDTOta 

Rah!  rah!  rah!  Rah!  rah!  rah!  Rah!  rah!  rah!  ** 

Harvard!  silk 

ribbon,  are  tbe  graceful 

figures  of  girls  dressed  in  tbe  colors  0/  lAc  great  eolleget.  On  each  sheet  U  tbe  appro- 
\  prlate  college  teal  and  the  college  yeti.  This  calendar  carries  out  tbe  complete 
.  college  Idea,  and  represents  the  Best  work  of  Miss  Mavd  Btumm,  tbe  btmous 
^  American  water  color  artisU  Size  10  in.  by  12?'a  in. 


Praas  I  anclaos  >i»— far  my  snhseripUaa. 


IF  YOU  SLND  $1.00  NOW  TO 

Ffsnk  Leslie  Publishing  House,  MI-147  Fifth  Aie.,  New  YofL 

Tbs  Not.  snd  Dec.  numben  and  tbe  rslendar  are  NOT  OIVEN 
with  combtnstlon  subscription  orders  onleas  so  advertised. 

N  Ute  the  attached  coupon ■  Clipitoff: 

_  lUlit  out,  and  mail  it  tout  with  fL 


Please  mention  F.vers’lvxiy's  Magazine  when  vou  write  to  advertisers. 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


A  NaLt\ire 

Libra^ry 

J^or  youn^  and  Old 

The  most  fascinating  and  complete  set  of 
books  about  all  sorts  of  animals  in  existence. 
Beautifully  illustrated  with  seventy-two  full- 
page  color  plates,  in  from  ten  to  sixteen  colors, 
ana  2,300  black-and-white  drawings. 

The  work  is  written  by  Richard  Lydekker, 
F.  Z.  S.,  with  sections  by  R.  Bowlder  Sharpe, 
H.  A.  MacPherson,  F.  O.  Pickard-Cambridge, 
W.  R.  Ogilvie-Grant,  C.  J.  Gahan,  R.  I. 
Pocock,  M.  Bernard  and  others. 

WUh  a  prtfact  by 

JOEL  A.  ALLEN. 

Curator  ottha  Amerlcaa  Muaaum  ot  Natural  Hlatory 
and  a  gtnrral  inlroductiOH  by 

ERNEST  SETON-THOMPSON. 

Who  uy« :  "  It  is  easily  the  best  and  most  reliable 
work  in  the  field  of  popular  Natural  History.” 


SEND  THE  COUPON 

A  FREE  SPECIMEN-BOOK  containing 
samples  of  the  color-plates,  black-and-white 
drawings,  text  pages,  etc.,  with  a  descrip¬ 
tion  of  the  New  Natural  History,  and  how 
you  can  have  the  entire  set  sent  on  payment 
of  one  dollar,  will  be  mailed  you  if  you  send 
the  coupon  below  at  once. 


All  Abo\it  Wild  AnimaLls 

72  FtilUpage  Color  Tlates 


^8^P[  Young  folks  enjoy  and  study 

i  idBBfi  1  I  written  in  a  popular  and  pleas- 

H  n  .r  b  j  style,  and  it  is  so  full  of  fine 

H  ...mLjIAij  pictures  by  the  best  "animal 

H  artists  ”  in  the  world. 

B  HjldH  S  .1  ffC..  JMBiiH  I  I  No  popular  science  work  of 

i  t  recent  years  has  been  so  highly 

-"-ii  r  praised  both  by  scientific  men  and 
persons  who  are  interested  in 
Nature  Study  for  the  young. 

V'dumes  are  Royal  Octavo — nearly  ii  inches  high,  3600  pages. 

Entire  Set  Sent  on  Receipt  o_f  One  Dollar 

Balance  at  $2  a  month 


THE  NEW  NATURAL  HISTORY 
is  a  thoroughly  popular  scientific  work. 

Great  pains  have  been  taken  to  simplify 
the  language  and  style  and  make  it  plain 
to  the  common  understanding  A  fraction 
of  its  space  is  given  to  structure  and  classi¬ 
fication,  but  the  great  bulk  is  devoted  to 
interesting  facts  about  animals  and  stories 
of  their  singular  ways  of  life.  The  whole 
of  animal  creation  is  covered.  Every  sort 
of  land  animal,  water  animal,  bird  and  in¬ 
sect  has  its  section  or  chapter. 

We  are  able  to  offer  this  set  of  books,  beautifully 
bound  in  half-morocco,  for  a  short  time  at  much  less 
than  the  regular  price  and  on  "little  payment"  terms. 

If  you  are  at  all  interested  in  Nature  Study,  either 
for  yourself  or  for  your  children,  send  us  the  coupon 
in  the  ccmer  of  the  page  at  once,  before  the  op^r- 
tunity  passes. 

Merrill  ®.  Batker,  Publishers 

9  and  11  East  16th  St.  New  York 


Prom  the  PHILADELPHIA  LEDQBR: 

■■X,ittle  folks  will  revel  in  this  Natural  History.” 
From  the  SCHOOL  JOURNAL  : 

"  It  would  be  hard  to  bestow  too  much  ipaise  on 
this  Natural  History.” 

From  THE  CRITIC: 

"  It  gives  the  results  of  the  most  recent  investi¬ 
gations  in  a  popular  form  and  is  a  reference 
work  of  the  greatest  value.” 

From  the  BROOKL  YN  EAGLE; 

”  The  most  promising  attempt  that  has 
been  made  to  popularise  the  study 
of  Natural  History." 

Prom  the  BUFFALO  EXPRESS: 

”  Superior  to  any  work  Merrill 

of  the  kind  ever  pub- 

lished  in  English."  "NeIr  Y«k 

From  THE  WRITER:  witkMi  mt  u  ■*, 

**  The  work  is  please  send  specimen* 

commended 

tn  sverv  TURAL  H ISTORY,  contain- 

.  ^  Ing  samples  of  the  iuU'pagecolof^ 

nature-  plates,  text  illustrations  and  text* 

lover,  pa^es.  and  full  particulars  of  the  club. 

NAME . 

ADDRESS . - 


Please  mention  Everybody  a  Mas;azine  arnen  you  write  to  adyertnen. 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


Ella  Wheeler  Wilcox 
Undertakes  New 
Work 


Tkrcc 

5KakespQ( 

Classics 


Favorite  Author  Becomes  Asso 
ciate  Editor  of  The  New 
Thought  Magazine. 


complete 
Awn  a  act  and 
Bcntly  full  and 
n^fsctory  Gloa- 
or  no 
the  pUy^  «md 
cut*  in  ttampa 
I,  and  we  will  forward  you  a 
containing 

Itvtfjr  9hmk»mpmmrm  " 
V  Mmit  Bhouid  BtiHty 


If  you  do  not  o^ 
Shakeapeare,  or  if  yc 
the  Notea  are  not  iul 
clear,  if  there  ate  no  i 
aariea,  no  Critical  C 
hdpa  to  the  atudy  ai 
your  addreaa  and  ritj 
to  pay  mailing  expc 
aomely  printed  boui 
••Moy^ta 
••  Why  rot 
Bhmkm 
•*mhmkhki 
Tb«  fiiit  ia  bi»  I 
Shakeapearian  tchfil 
of  the  University  If 
and  aiti^ae  essay  fy 


Best  Writing  She  Has  Ever  Done  Now  Ap* 
pearing  in  That  Bright  Publication. 


The  nuny  friends  and  admirers  of  Klla  Wheeler  Wilcox  will  be 
interested  to  learn  that  this  gifted  author  and  thinker  has  connected 
herself  in  the  capacity  of  associate  editor  %hith  the  New  Thought 
magaxine  and  that  hereafter  her  writings  will  appear  regularly  in 
that  bright  publicatton  of  which  the  aim  is  to  aid  its  readers  in  the 
cultivation  of  those  powers  of  the  mind  which  bring  success  in  life. 
Mrs.  Wilcox’s  writings  have  been  the  inspiration  of  many  young 
men  and  women.  Her  hopeful,  practical,  masterful  views  ^  life 
give  tlie  reader  new  courage  in  the  very  reading  and  are  a  whole* 
some  spur  to  flagging  effort.  She  is  in  perfect  sympathy  with  the 


The  UnivtrsitY  Society  (D«pt.E.) 

78  rinn  AVENUE 
avBPMMD  NEW  YORK 


G6e  American  Boy 

Mlftit,  BrlfMcat,  Beat  B*yi’  Paper  !■  tka  WarM. 
HaaakUh  Batterworthsa]ra,Ueiiteta  into  their  life 

Trial:  3  months  for  10c 
Regular:  $1.00  a.  year 

Boya  are  enthasiaetie  ever  It.  Clean,  laspirinc 
atoriea.  Informetion,  enoouracement,  edvloe. 
Oamea,  Sporta,  Animala,  Stampa,  Printin«,  Pho- 
tosraphy.  Debating,  Science,  Pnizlee.  Bow  to 
make  boata,  trapa,  etc.  How  to  make  and  aare 
money.  How  to  anooeed.  If  eeta  nniroraal  approval. 
The  only  anooeeafnl  attempt  <wer  made  to  lead  a 
boy  in  rlghtdirectioni. and atthjaametlme chain 
hta  Intereat.  One  hundred  pictnree  each  month. 
Bee  it  and  beanrprlaed  at  the  feast  of  good  thinga 
for  that  boy. 

AdditM  SPRAQUe  PUBUSHINO  COMPANY 
Z89  Matutte  BuUdlag,  Detroit.  Michlgae 


ELLA  WHEELER  WILCOX 


purpose  of  the  New  Thought  magazine.  The  magazine  iz  hating 
a  wonderful  success  and  the  writings  of  Mrs.  Wilcox  for  it,  along 
the  line  of  the  new  movement,  are  among  her  best.  Words  of  truth 
so  vital  that  they  live  in  tlie  memory  of  every  reader  and  cause  him 
to  think — to  his  own  betterment  and  the  lasting  improvement  of  his 
own  work  in  the  world,  in  whatever  line  it  lies— flow  from  this 
talented  woman’s  pen. 

The  magazine  is  being  sold  on  all  news  stands  for  five  cents.  It 
is  the  brightest,  cleanest  and  best  publication  in  its  class  and  its 
editors  have  hit  the  keynote  of  all  sound  success.  The  spirit  of 
every  bit  of  print  fnim  cover  to  cover  of  the  magazine  is  the  spirit 
of  progress  and  upbuilding — of  courage,  persistence  and  success. 

Vinle  strength  and  energy,  self  confidence,  the  mastery  of  self  and 
circumstances  are  its  life  and  soul,  and  even  the  casual  reader  feels 
the  contagwn  of  its  vigor  and  its  optimism. 

Free.— The  publishers  will  be  pleased  to  send  a  handsome 
portrait  of  Mrs.  Wilcox,  with  extracts  from  her  recent  writings  on 
the  New  Thought,  free.  Address,  The  New  Thought,  13  The 
Colonnades,  Vincennes  Ave.,  Chicago. 

Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advertisers. 


RELIABLE  INFORMATION 

about  oraafo  trowiaK,  fniit  caltara,  vega. 
taMo  gardmag,  graia  grawfag,  pooltrjr. 
cllaMta,  Ooil,  watar,  laods,  poaror,  aur. 
keta,  aMBafacturiag  lacUltlea,  wagaa,  ate. 
For  printed  matter  and  other  Information,  write 
CALIPORNIA  PROMOTION  COMMITTII 
ezrmezimMa  eran  ooiiiwiieiaL  oeoamzaTtOMO 
DepA  G.  M  Mew  Montgomery  Street 
Paaaoiaeo.  Cat,iaoy la 


,yfny  Clipping,  f*tcture,  R^ecipe  or  Paper  k 

Si  Hi's  .he  Terfect  Scrap  BooK 

No  paste,  no  muss.  Ma^  be  taken  out  and  replaced  at  will.  No  mutilation.  India, 
pensable  to  editors,  ministers,  doctors,  laagers,  students,  business  men  and  heads  of 
families.  Household  Edition,  in  neat  stiff  bindine.  36  pockets  50  cts.;  Business 


families.  Household  Edition,  in  neat  sun  bmdine.  36  pockets  su  CM.;  Business 
Edition,  nicely  bound,  7a  pockets,  $1.00;  Special  Holiday  Edition,  in  fiincy  bindings, 
lor  holiday  trade.  36  pockets  (makes  useful  present),  $1.00;  New  Edition,  in  cloth 
and  morocco,  ys  pockets,  $1,25;  Special  College  Edition,  attractively  bound  in  college 
colors,  96  pockets,  $2,00:  Library  Edition,  hall  morocco,  ^  pockets.  $3,00.  Wide 
back,  allowing  fiat  o|>ening,  and  non-bulging.  Portfolio  Edition,  just  the  thing  for  pri¬ 
vate  correspondence,  20  CtS.  All  stationers,  or  mailed  on  receipt  of  price,  carriage 
paid.  Money  back  it  not  satisfied.  Pocket  Wallets,  for  pocket  papers,  25  cts. 


PERFECT 
SCRAP 
BOOK  CO. 


Dept.  23 
395  B'way 
New  York 


GERTRUDE  POTTER  DANIELS’ 

LATEST  NOVEL 


Cm:.,' 


GERTRUDE 
,POTTE  rSN.,,. 
r  DANIEL  S 


A  MODERN  REALISTIC  ROMANCE 

PRICE,  31.50 

Illustrations  in  Colors  by  Widncy 

RAND,  McNALLY  &  CO. 

Chicago  and  New  York 


COSMOS  PICTURES 

The  Highest  Attainable  Examples  of  Artistic  Reproductions 
The  Art  Galleries  of  the  World  at  a  Nominal  Price 


A  Tasteful  Portfolio  of  Ten  Selected  Pictures  for  25  cents 
Boxes  of  Fifty  Selected  Pictures  for  one  dollar 
Large  Size  Pictures,  4  for  25  cents,  20  for  one  dollar 
Fou  can  do  your  own  Framing  with  our  Passe-partout  Outfit 
costing  only  one  dollar 

The  Handsome  Leather- finish  Indexed  Library  Box,  with  our 
Famous  Collection  of  7$o  Pictures,  costs  $15.00 

/)<  goods  sent  post-paid,  and  cor  catalog  wiih  1000  oiimaiuie 
lllusrisiiops  five  i.i:h  every  order,  if  you  will  meniiori  Evriybody's. 

COSMOS  PICTURES  COMPANY 

396  BROADWAY,  NEW  YORK 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  write  10  advertisers. 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


Oceans  of  Sunshine 

Acres  of  roses  and  miles  of  palms — that’s  California  in  midwinter.  Gather 
flowers  and  pick  oranges.  Play  golf  and  bathe  in  the  surf.  Perfect  climate 
and  magnificent  hotels. 

Reached  on  a  high-class  train — The  California  Limited.  Chicago  to 
California  in  less  than  three  days.  See  Grand  Canyon  of  Arizona  en  route. 
Why  endure  disagreeable  weather  at  home  ?  __ 

Apply  to  aeents  The  Atchison,  Topeka  &  Santa  Fe  Rail-  C.  1  . 

way  System  lor  illustrated  booksdeacribingtheCalifornia 

tour,  mailed  for  lo  rents— or  address  Gen.  Pass.  Office,  Li  I  I  M 

A.  T.&S.F.R’y.  Chicago.  a-a  a  a.  a.  w 


“  At  the  foot  of  Pikes  Peak." 

COLORADO 


SPRINGS 


Like  a  child  *at  play,  Colorado 
Springs  sits  basking  in  the  sunshine 
at  the  foot  of  Pikes  Peak,  amid  the 
most  enjoyable  surroundings.  No 
location  could  be  more  delightful. 
This  region  is  best  reached  from  the 
East  by  the 

NEW  YORK  CENTRAL  LINES 

and  their  connections,  with  but  one 
change  of  cars  from  New  York  or 
Boston. 

For  particulars  inquire  of  any  New 
York  Central  ticket  agent. 


CHILISTMAS  PRESENTS 

of  paid-up  subscriptions  to  a  zood  monthly  maraxine  provide  zifts 
that  are  useful,  entertaininz  and  always  acceptable. 

£  MA.CA.Z,IHZ 

One  YeaLr  V  V  V  V  On«  Doll».r 


A  copy  of  “  America’s  Winter  Resorts,”  will  be 
sent  frc«,  on  receipt  of  a  two-cent  stamp,  by  Geoige 
H.  Daniels,  General  Passenger  Azent,  New  York 
Central  &  Hudson  River  Railroad,  Grand  Central 
Station,  New  York. 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  wnte  to  udvertiaen. 


Exposition 

Fl'yer 

“Big  F  our” 

From 

Cl  eveland 

To 

St.  Louis 

Write  for  iCates  and  Folders. 


Wakkek  J.  Lvsch,  W.  P.  Deppe, 

Gen’l  Pass.  &  Tkt.  Azt.  Ass’t  Gen’l  P.  &  T.  A. 

CINCINNATI,  OHIO. 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


■■  ■■  ■■  To  introdoca  WOMAN’S 

WOULD  in  jour  hom«  we 
make  yoo  a  preeent  ^preoi« 
I  I  ated  by  every  lady.  WOMAJr*a 

World  hae  a  cirenlati<m  of 
HOO.OOO  and  U  the  beet  hi^h<cla«  iUnetrated  magazine  eyer 
publUbed  at  a  popular  price.  Send  only  ten  centa,  our 
special  rate  for  a  mix  monthe*  trial  eobecription.  and  we  will 
send  WoKAN*a  World  for  six  monthii,  and  you  will  fcet 
FKEU  by  retom  mail  TEN  beautiful  deeims  and  Mtteme 
—the  centerpiece,  photo  frame,  3  lariye  aolliea 
and  napkin  rlnc— 216  equare  inches  of  fine  linen  stamped 
with  the  latest  deeiiras  as  illustrated  below;  also  the  fine 
llattenberr  handkerchief,  collar,  tlo-end,  etc., 
shown  above— all  different — ail  ready  to  work— 216  square 
inches  more-nnd  all  AliSOLUTFLY  FREK-IN  ALL 
432  SOUARK  INCHES.  AddrsM! 

WOMAN’S  WORLD.  Ctept.  6.  Chictfo. 


CORRESPONDENCE 

CLERK 

AND  MAKE  $15  TO  $50  PER.  WEEK.  ■ 

Hemand  for  correspondence  clerks  rapidly  locreaalnff.  I 
Demand  unsupplied.  By  takinr  ouM^ractical  course  Book-  H 
keepers,  Steno^^raphers  and  Oftke  Assistants  earn  ■ 
nmmotiim  or  better  positions.  Young  men  and  ffirls  can  H 
learn  to  write  business>getting  letters  and  earn  large  sala-  ■ 
ries.  A  valuable  course  for  Business  Men.  Write  I 
today  and  get  our  interesting  Booklet  on  How  and  Why.  I 

THE  VRBAHNS  SCHOOLS,  I 

851  Calhour\  St.,  *  Kt.  Wayne,  Ind.  I 


OOK-KEEPING 


Complete  bosineM  eoursa,  slnala  ,  and 
doable  entry  Book-Keeping,  Biuinem 
Practice,  Buainesa  Arithmetic,  Oommer- 
oialLaw,LeUer  Writing,  Penmanahip,  etc. 

TAUGHT  BY  IMAIL 

CndiutM  nc.iT.  dMTM.  of  B.  Acet.  uid 
M.  Aeot.  ud  mn  u.iMW>  to  pooHion..  ' 
,eM  M.b  or  in.i.lmrnti.  .'rlw  .r oaiioanoror.L 
MAT.  COBBSHTUNDUrE  IMOTTTrTB  (IM.). 

41.  .1  iMn*  ■— ’I  Bwk  BMc,  HnBlMt— i  ■.  & 


VARNISH 
REMOVER 

REMOVES  CLEAR  TO  THE  WOOD  IHSTAUrtT 

Varnish,  Shellac,  Wax  Stains  or  Paint  from  furniture, 
floors  or  woodwork.  Applied  with  brush, and  wipes 
ofl  clean  with  rags  or  cotton  waste.  So  simple  a 
child  can  use  it.  Dues  nut  injure  hands  or  finest 
grained  woods.  Fresh  varnish  or  paint  can  be  ap¬ 
plied  immediately  after  use  and  make  a  finish  just 
like  new.  Makes  old  woodwork  new. 

P/fCp  Send  us  lOc.  for  packing  and  mail- 

*  MA  ing  sample  sufficient  for  full  trial. 


Dept  B.  CHICAOO,  ILL. 


Young  Peoples 

ii?5:Weekly3?f 


75cts. 


is  the  price 
of  a 
pear  ip 
subscrip¬ 
tion  to 

Young 

People's 

Weekly 


Trial 

subscrip¬ 

tion 

2  months 

10  cents 

Sample  free 


Young  People's  Weekly  is  the 
largest,  brightest,  best  and  cheapest 
Young  People’s  Paper  in  the  world. 

Young  People’s  Weekly  appeals  to 
the  better  impulses  of  youth. 

Young  People’s  Weekly  is  dean. 
Inspiring,  helpful  and  progreasire. 

Young  People’s  Weekly  comprisM 
eight  to  twelve  large  pages  Y  fov 
broad  columns  each. 

Young  People's  Weekly  is  hand* 
somely  illustrated  in  colors. 

Young  People’s  Weekly  is  the 
leading  Young  People’s  Paper  in 
America  and  ia  without  n.  rival. 

Young  People’s  Weekly  has  sl  list 
of  contributors  which  includes  the 
most  famous  writers  of  the  day. 

Young  People's  Weekly  is  eagerly 
read  by  all  members  of  tbo  family, 
old  as  well  as  young. 

CircuISLtion.  220,000. 


LEARN  PROOFREADING  I  DAVID  C.  COOK  PUBLISHING  CO. 


If  you  potsoss  a  Eiir  education,  why  not  utillpp  it  at  a  genteel  and  uncrowded 
pr  imion  pavint;  $15  to  $35  weekly?  Situations  always  obtainable.  We  are 
IM  ‘>n|nnal  instructors  l-v  mall. 

■OSE  CORKEtiPONDEN'CE  MCHOOL,  Phllsdel,hls. 


30  WASHINGTON  STREET.  CHICAGO. 


Plesse  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advertisers. 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


^liwsimiNofm 

h^thm  \J9tS 

H^W£XB  Sysiem  ^^ 

•f  TEAOMima  mad 
I^GITime  PMVATELY  BY  BUUU 
All  Macaslnr,  Newspaper  Work,  CarloMarr, 

LettrrintTl'rKltrnlnff,  e«o.  biuueiiiii  rntliuoiuUc.  Fenonal 
Inatiurtton  •"<!  (tuldam-*-.  I‘re|)«rM  quickly  tor  |i>>iiik 
work.  BIk  uUarIrs  for  oar  iP’adaatM.  KxpericmY 
Unnct-cmary.  oMnil,  most  rrsponuble  uxl  mokt 

prortlral  iK-huoUn  the  world.  Inconiorated.  Write  postal 
today  for  aniollclted  tcstlmonlAlH  and  full  parti.'ula^ 

BATIOBAL  BOHOOL  OF  ILLUSTHAnUe, 

.  llU  Fenna  Street.  Indlanapolla,  tl.S. A. 


SHORTHAN  p 

TAUGHT  BY  MAIL  M 

By  our  superior  course  and  our  plan  of  individual  in* 
atructlon  it  is  easy  to  prepare  to  cam  hi|th  salary.  Good 
stenographers  can  always  secure  g^ood  paying  positions. 
Why  not  be  a  good  one  ?  Time  required  is  short.  Lessons 
arc  easy.  Course  inexpensive.  Why  not  better  your  position 
and  prospects  in  life?  Write  to^lay,  full  particulars  free. 

THE  URBAHNS  SCHOOLS 

952  Calhoun  5t.,  Fort  Wayne,  Ind. 

Note — W'e  also  teadi  the  best  courses  in  existence  in 
Bookkeeping,  Businessand  Social  Letter  Writing. 


I^ANQUAGES 

I'ORTl^iVN  METHOn 

Atvardtd  First  Prtxfs  F.xt^sition 

s;  PHONOGRAPH 

a  l**'k*t  DMUMry  k  laalniHwr. 

Mr  rMk.  UmSIf  tit  IHum.  t*9,  laip«rt<4  MP4\|KH  lUMlkH. 

R.  D.  CwIlH  Acadeoy  ri  Laifiia{ts,  44  West  34tk  St.,  New  York 


OVERNMENT  POSITIONS 

Nenrly  1 0,000  npiwintaicnU  made  lut  year. 
C’bancea  better  fur  liu.  Hundreds  wbom  we 
prepared  by  mall  liare  been  appointed.  Es¬ 
tablished  lisM.  Full  particulars/ree  eonoem- 
ins  ffOTemment  positions,  wlanes  paid,  ex¬ 
aminations— when  and  where  lield  in  erery 
btate,  our  metbods,  etc.  Write  t<Mlay. 

NATIONAL  COBREUPONDENCE 
INOTITrTEetf.TOHeeMd  NntlMal  Baak 
BaUdlac,  WAbUlNKTON,  D.a 


WE  SELL  SHORT  STORIES 

^  jaA  on  commission;  MSS.  criticised  and  re* 

vised.  Journalism  and  Stoiy-Writing  VjT 
rf'S,  9  taueht  hy  mail.  Send  for  our  free  booklet,  V; 

“\Vrillac  for  ProRl’f;  tells  how 
t®  succeed  as  story-writer,  newspaper- 
correspondent  and  mauaiine-contributor.  iWSXrUl 
Thornton  West.  Editor-in-Chief.  rounded,  i8q5. 

THE  NATIONAL  PRESS  ASSOCIATION 
87  Baldwin  Building  Indianapolis,  Ind. 


Your  Character  Told 
Free 

From  Handwriting 

Mrs.  franklin  H.\LL,  the  greatest  living 
expert  reader  of  character  from  handwriting, 
will  give  a  reading  free  of  charge  to  every  sub¬ 
scriber  of  The  Small  Farmer,  a  handsome  16-page 
monthly  telling  how  to  make  a  good  living  from  five 
acres  of  land.  Simply  send  25  cents  for  three  months’ 
subscription  and  one  of  Mis.  Hall’s  regular  fi.oo  read¬ 
ings  w  ill  be  sent  free.  \V  rite  in  ink  on  one  side  of  paper. 

THE  SMALL  FARMER 

Dept.  13.  No.  2S3  Broadway,  New  York 


A  V||IBt#Takaatparotlmsonly.  8amstaacbanforslor.a 

5 1 UIIT 

-  —  « — «  Prepare*  for  the  bar. 

I  M  mMM  Three  oournen:  College,  P 

Buaineta,  Preparatorj.  N  [  .  V 

Open*  new  proNi»ecu  in  m  A.  1 

M  boaineHU.  Qrmdaate* 

M^r  everywhere.  LIherwl 

D  ■  ter«*.  MpaHnI  mWrr 

*  new.  Po*tal  card  now 

bring  tall  particnlar*. 

■■IlHBl  The  Mpmgwe  Cerreepwwdewce^^ 

nUlllk  ft«heelerUwR231Maje*ticBldg.DetrellaUl«k. 


LADIES — Study  a-t  Home 

Wonderfully  attractive  opportunities  ar.d 
'V' D  AIM  wases.  Simple,  easy,  ail  can  lam.  Uur  plan 
*  R^R^aiN  endorsed  by  Chicayo’s  leadinx  physicians  be- 
__  cause  the  only  practical  one.  Pres.  Harper. 

1  tj  Chk^o  L'niversily  endorses  cotrespondeoi  t 

studies.  Diploma.  Send  loc  for  catalogue. 
IVITK  ^1)  aaKaitsv  ruRREspovinsiK  stHooL  ton 
1^  V  kl'ksES,  a,  M.  !•:  DmiAmw,  l  Unn 


SICUUD  OR  FEI  RSTUmS. 

Hrad  model  or  aketch  for  Free  opinion 
as  to  patentability.  Send  for  our  Oaide 
Book  and  *  *  Wkat  to  laveat.”  EIncM  pub- 
licatKms  lanued  for  Free  distribution.  Patents 
secured  through  us  advertised  without  charge  In 
Tke  Patont  Record.  ISanple  Copy  Fko. 
Address 

EVANS,  WILKENS  &  CO., 

WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 


Sketch,  Letter,  Design  or  Illustrate 

BY  MAIL  for  new^wpm, 

magsiliitft,  coamu'rrt*!  MrfMWo*. 
Adapted  to*IL  pRacTKaLtrarbiBc, 
wutiaNfal  itadenta,  rtftsontbl* 
tanatu  wtlhkAow*  tt*ch««s  Wril* 
for  frro  ratalngor  or  emit 

I.  T.  SCHOOL  OF  lUOSTftITIU 
1St2  litsdwti,  Rsw  Tstk 


t'ORRECT  TREATMENT  FOR 


STUDY  SHORTHAND  AT  HOME  .STAMM  E.R  IN  G 


Trains  the  wind,  builds  up  lost  confidence,  obliterates  fear,  cures  ner^<^i> 

We  teach  Orcee’s  s\’stem.  The  easiest,  shortest  and  most  prac-  Onr  mmrtB  resale*  •uawerta*  because  it  does  this.  Write  t.  r 

.  ,  .L  j  •  TIT  •.  f  .  •  I  I  j  I  ix  illustrated  pnmohirt  ei^tne  outline  of  treatment  and  references, 

tical  method  in  use.  write  tor  trul  lesson  and  our  special  otter.  KSVANT  M.  D*«  IB  Went  40th  OtrrwU  ^'ew  TwrL. 

PnicticAl  Correspondence  School,  Maryyllle,  Mo.,  Dept.  7 

SHORTHAND  American  Academy  of  Dramatic  Arts 

You  can  easily  learn  the  standard  Pilmiin  system  at  home,  at  a  .  Foanicii'*  H.  Sajobn^  ^ 

smallcost,»iththeaidofmySIMPl,IFIEI>rOKRESPOND.  m  coniunction  with  Mr.  Oiarles  Frohman  t  Empire  Theatre  and 
KNCE  OOl'RSRo  The  most  coimilete  course  ever  offered.  travelling  companies.  Apply  to  .  . 


Write  G.  Francis  Hoacland,  P.  O.  Box  a47»  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


travelling  companies.  Apply  to 

E.  P.  Stiphrnson,  Carnegie  Hall,  New  York. 


PletM  mention  Everybody’s  Magaxine  when  you  write  to  advertisers. 
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EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


ToKA 


And  drmw  Uke  BUNH.  CilBiWIV.  (UTKIXKII. 
TOX.  BIRKM.  POWKRH.  OPPBR.  Mr. 

CARTHY  and  othrr*.  Svnd  for  Autocrapb 
letter*  from  my  Stndenta  on  K rwipeper*. 

and  Leather 

Burning  TaugM  hf  IBatl 

Bljf  price*  paid  for  *rtlrlM  deromted  by  thl* 
P ^  f**rlnatlnii  »rt.  Decorate  year  home*.  You  need 

^  _  not  bean arUat  to  learn.  Splendid  Xma*  areaent. 

D.  leCtXTHT.  Write  for  eircniar*  and  term*  mentioning  which 
MiMtor.  oour*e  yon  are  Intereated  In. 

NATIONU  SCHOOl  OFCARKATURC,  SWorM  BaiWao.  New  York  City. 


Salaried  Positions 

Payiac  to  $100  or  More  Per  Montli 

Secured  in  Offices,  Stores,  Hanks,  Railroad  Offices,  etc.,  after 
< ompletins  our  Home  Study  Course  in  Hookkeepine,  Telegraphy, 
Hanking  and  other  sublets.  Up^ttwlate  methods,  thoroughly 
praetk^  and  remarkably  inexpensive,  fitting  young  men  and  women 
lor  eood  paying  |)ositions.  Anyone  can  learn  it  in  a  few  weeks.  We 
find  p^nllioati  free  of  charge*  Write  to-day  for  full  partic¬ 
ulars.  Address 

.MH'IIUMN  BrSlNESS  INSTITI’TE, 

191  iBsCitttie  Bldg*  Kalamazoo*  Mich* 


HORT  STORIES 

bring  blgb  prices.  Tboosands  of  good  storlea 
d^ectlve  In  some  particalsr,  wbicb  might 
eaaiiy  be  remedied,  make  im>  tbe great  maaeof 
‘rejected  manuscrlpta.”  Our  Hchool  of  Jour¬ 
nalism,  in  charge  of  sucoeasful  autbora 
abort-story  writers,  magazine  contrlbutora 
criticiaes,  correcta  and  revise*,  aa  well  as 
leaches  bow  to  write.  W'rite  for  booklet. 
a*Tio!iAL  couanromscg  lamTm, 

41-il  Bmm*  SsUmsI  Buk  BMg.  Wukl^Ma,  AO. 


A  A  K  want  ume  one  in  every 
•*  locality  to  know  about  our 
School,  and  as  pupils  make  our 
best  advertisements  we  make 


OURNALISM 

Practical,  profitable  newspr  ter  work,  writing 
■bolt  stories,  magazine  artkiea,  etc. 

TAUGHT  BY  MAIL 

by  our  successful  system  in  personal  charge 
of  Hr.  Henry  UtchUeld  west,  formerly 
managing  editor  of  the  Waahlni^n  Poet, 
Successful  students  everywhere.  Write  for 
Illustrated  booklet  on  Journalism. 

■snansL  cokki8PO!nic5Cg  lygTrrm:, 
4IAT  Bissa*  BsUmsI  Bsak  BUs-  WssSIsgt**.  IkC. 


course  (one  lesson  weeaiyt  lor 

Piano,  Organ,  Violin,  Banjo,  Guitar,  Carnet,  or  Mandolin,  for 
either  a  beginner  or  advanced  pupil. 

For  Harmonv  and  Composition  four  trial  lessons  will  be  sent  for 
fi.oo.  State  your  present  knowledge  of  music,  if  any,  when 
writing.  We  teach  you  by  mail,  and  accomplish  as  much  as  the  best 
private  tutor  would. 

lutruments  Supplied.  Lowest  Prices.  CASH  OR  CKESIT. 


S.  SCHOOL  OF  MUSIC 

iBSPOinicycg  lygriTiTg, 

BsakBu,.  wsshiagtsa,  ikC.  |  Department  7,  19  Union  Square,  NEW  YORK 

mention  Everybody’s  Msgszine  when  you  write  to  adverttserB, 
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STOP  fORGETTINO ! 

MND  rOR  intDICITSON  SCHOOL 
Of  MCMORY'tS  MAIL  COURSE 


Do  you  wish  success  in  your  profession,  busi* 
ness  or  social  circles?  Do  you  miss  it  because 
your  memory  fails  you  at  critical  moments  ? 
EVERY  DAY  YOU  CONTINUE  SO 
IS  MORE  THAN  HALF  WASTED. 

Hundreds  who  have  taken  my  course  write 
that  it  has  not  only  taught  them  to  concentrate, 
to  think,  to  recall  instantly  names,  faces,  bu.siness 
details,  to  memorize  almost  at  a  glance,  but  has 
very  greatly  enlarged  their  ability  to  think  and 
to  comprehend — it  has  developed  the  brain. 

C.  H-  Pl.l'MMER,  Waukesha  (W’K.)  Canning^  Works,  says:— 
**  It  Lab  been  a  threat  help  to  me  in  business.” 

CHAS.  W.Sc'HLUND,  Illinois  Steel  Co.,  South  Chicaj'o,  says:— 
**  Most  simple,  valuable  and  eliii  tent.  I  hnd  greater  case  in  public 
speaking;  and  in  ex|>ressini;  myself  than  ever  before.” 

RPV.  J.  P.  Bri'SHINGHAM.  Pastor  First  M.  E.  Church, 
Chicago;—**  Results  have  l>een  \ery  gratifying;.” 

Just  a  few  minutes’  daily  practice  will  give  you 
a  good  memory,  make  you  a  clear,  quick  thinker, 
and  a  fa.scinating  talker. 

Indorsed  everywhere  by  ministers,  lawyers, 
business  men,  actors  and  students. 

Write  to-day  for  free  trial  copyrighted  lesson. 

THE  DICKSON  SCHOOL  OF  MEMORY, 

758  The  Auditorhim,  Chicago. 


BOOh 
KEEPING 
TAUGHT 
TREE 


A  eoOD  POHITION  and  a  tain 
sabry  alwayt  await  an  expert  Book. 
Keeper.  >Ve  teach  you  book-keeping 
thoroughly  by  mail,  and  make  absolutely 
no  charge  for  tuition  until  we  pbee  you 
in  a  paying  position.  If  you  wi^  to 
better  yourself,  write  for  our  guarantee 
offer  and  our  rBBE  book  **  How  to 
WoeeeeR  lo  BoslooBa.” 


MAKE  YOUR  LEISURE  COUNT 

Get  a  thorough  and  reliable  course  in  Shorthand, 
Bookkeeping  or  English  at  Home.  We  furnish  all 
supplies  ami  use  of  .Standard  Typewriter.  Write  for 
catalogue. 

MacCORHAC  CORRESPONDENCE  SCHOOL 

Suite  gig  loo  Washington  Street,  Chicago. 
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FOR  THE  mHCR. 
FOR  THE  SON, 

FOR  THE  BROTHER 
WBAT  IS  MORE 

ACCEETABLC  ? 


WITH  THE  MANY 
GOOD  THINGS  OE 
HOLIIMY  TIME 
MUST  BE  RECKONED 
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GRANDMAS  SMILE 


QuaK* 


The  Most  Beautiful  Calendar  for  1903 

“Queens  of  Homes  OLnd  Nations” 

Fine  reproductions  in  12  colors  of  Leon  Moran’s  famous  portraits  of  Mrs.  Roose¬ 
velt,  Queen  Wilhelmina,  etc.,  etc.  Five  pages  in  colors  9x12  inches. 

This  Exquisite  Calendar  will  be  sent  you,  postpaid 

OD  receipt  of  ten  cents  in  coin.  Address 

QUAKER  OATS 

1363a  Nona.dnock  Bldg..  Chicaigo.  III. 


PUaie  mcntioa  Ererybody’s  Mafatiiic  when  yon  write  to  adrertiiert. 
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Open  your 
eyes 


Some  people  buy  mattresses  blindfolded.  They  buy  a  hair  mattress  because  it  has 
always  seemed  “the  thing  to  do,”  or  they  buy  an  imitation  yi’// which  the  slick  dealj^ 
says  is  “just  as  good”  as  the  famous  jT 


Patent 

Elastic 

Felt 


A  hair  mattress  is  made  from  the  hair  of  dead  horses.  An  imitatMi  fdi  is  a  tick 
which  has  been  stuffed  with  ordinary  cotton  batting  or  cotton  waste — it  li^i)s  and  mats — 
uncomfortable  in  a  month — useless  in  a  year. 

The  hand-laid  (not  stuffed)  filling  of  Ostermoor  Patent  Elastic  IWt  remains  intact, 
sweet,  pure  and  clean.  Needs  nothing  but  an  occasional  sun  bad^to  keep  in  perfect 
order  for  an  ordinary  lifetime ;  no  care,  no  trouble,  no  annoyan^,  and  no  expense  for 
remaking  so  necessary  with  hair.  The  top-notch  of  ec|nomy  ancyomfort  combined. 

postal  fojAur  free  96-paice  book  *'  The 
ler  you  aflnt  a  mattress  or  not. 

un.  of  the  patented  process  of  the 

aher  h^sehoid  uses  to  which  the  Patent 
i^^iit»pillows,  window-seat  and  church 
our  guarantee  that  your  money 
ed,  it;  after  30  nights’  free  trial,  it  is  not 
ted  or  even  hoped  for.  Is  that  fair? 


Send  your  name  onl 
Test  of  Time,”  whei 


OSTERMOOR  (BL  CO.,  II5>^  Elizabeth  St.,  New  York 


Canadian  Addreu :  301  St.  James  Su,  Montreal.  H’e  Itavt  ctuhtoxed  ^jfiOOchurches.  Stnd for  our  book"  Church  Cushion*. 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advertisers. 


Let  tKe  Mei\  Wash 


if  tKey  woiVt  get  you  PeQ^rHlxe, 
Let  tKenx  try  it  for  tKemselves,  ai\d 
see  if  tKey  dorv’t  say  that  wasKiixg 
witK  soaip  is  too  hard  tor  aiw  WOnveJV 

WKere  Is  tKe  n\©Li\ 
wKo  wovldrx’t  waii\t  to  Kave  i 

tKe  wa.Fi\ii\g  nvade  ea.sier.  I 

TKis  Ka.rd  work  aatPeairlirve  saves  isrVt  tKe  ^ 
whole  nvatier;  saves  nvoaey, loo -moaey  that’s 
iKrowix  away  ir  clothes  aeedlessly  worrv  o\it 
aad  rvibbed  o  pieces  wheix  yo\i  wash  by  ^ 
rrvaia  strer  ^th  ia  the  old  way. 


Bear  ime’s  Way 

is  Modera  way. 
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experience 
two  distinct  pleasures  in 

f'  \  "  listening  to  fine  music.  One 

i  ■i!.ii''y|  t  ^  pleasure  comes  from  the  beauty,  grace 

J  '  o*"  charm  of  the  music  itself.  The  other  springs  from 

1  ~  ^  tlie  charming  way  in  which  it  is  performed.  With  the 

CHICKERING  PIANO  there  is  also  the  additional  pleasure  that  comes  from  the  clarity, 
brilliancy  and  beauty  of  tone,  through  which  all  is  expressed.  Our  Qi  arter-Grand  is 
the  smallest  Grand  embodying  modem  principles  ever  made. 

.^.V  ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE  WILL  BE  SEXT  OX  APPLICATION 

Chickering  &  Sons,  788  Tremont  St.,  Boston,  Mass. 


'9  Establi^ed  iSaj 


Fleasc  mentioa  Everybody's  MagaxtQc  when  you  wnte  to  ndvertiaeTm. 
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Please  meotioa  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advertiaers. 
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THE  N.  K.  FAIRBANK  COMPANY.  Dept.  46.  Chicago.  Ills. 


A  Holiday  Gift  FREE 


The  Fairy  Plate  Calendar  for  1 903  is  one  of  the  choicest  rifts  which  could  be 
offered  for  the  holidays.  It  is  indeed,  the  most  unique  and  artistic  calendar  of  the  year. 
There  are  four  different  plates,  each  lithorraphic  reproductions  as  above  of  Royal 
Vienna  China  in  12  colors  and  gol^  with  the  center  counter  sunk  and  the  boriters 
embossed,  and  all  this  beauty  emphasized  with  magnificent  heads  by  Ryland.  the 
English  portrait  painter.  Each  914  inches  in  diameter.  We  will  send  calendar  free 
to  any  one  who  will  forward  full  name  and  address  with  ten  Oval  Fairy  Box  Fronts 
or  ten  two-cent  stamps. 

We  prefer  to  receive  the  Fairy  Box  Fronts  and  in  this  way  the  calendar  costs  you 
nothir^.  Fairy  Soap  is  the  purest,  and  handiest  that  money  can  buy.  although  its 
price  is  but  5  cents.  '*  Fits  every  hand  ;  fit  for  any  harid.” 


Please  mention  Everybody's  Magazine  when  you  write  to  adveniserv 
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^  ^  Accept  nothing  in  place  of  Wheatlet — no  other  cereal  is  so 
good  because  No.  i  hard  Duluth  Wheat  is  used  exclusively  in 


WHEATLET 


and  any  miller  will  tell  you  that’s  the  kind  used  for  seed  purposes  and  he 
can’t  afford  to  grind  it.  You’ll  never  tire  of  the  uncommon  richness  and 
deliciousness  of  Wheatlet.  Eat  the  best  while  you’re  about  it. 

“  Have  used  Wheatlet  for  about  15  years,  and  my  family  like  it  better  than  any  other 
cereal  food  In  fact,  it  is  the  only  breakfast  food  they  do  not  tire  of.” 

H.  F.  NEWHALL, 

President  of  Finance  Company  of  Minnesota,  Minneapolis. 
Send  three  two  cent  stamps  and  grocer’s  name  for  full  half  pound  sample. 

THE  FRANKLIN  MILLS  COMPANY, 

"All  the  Wheat  thafs  Fit  to  Eat." 

729  Springarden  Street,  LOCKPORT,  N.  Y, 

$200.00  for  Children.  No  work.  Write  us. 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Maeazine  when  you  write  to  advertiaen. 
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■end  OK  rnnr  name  and  ad- 
dreai  and  we  will  mall  ynii  2B 
pieceaof  Art  Jewelry  to  aril 
at  only  lO  centa  rarh.  No 
traah.  Every  one  yon  offer  It  to 
win  buy  one  or  more  plerea. 
he  Sff.M  and  we  will  send  yon 


A  drawing  could  be  made  ao  aa  to  Irek  better  than 
the  doll  Itaelf ,  but  tbit  la  direct  from  the  pbotrgrapb, 
and 

Photographs  Tell  the  Truth. 

TTnderatand  tbia  la  no  printed  clotb  or  rag  doll  that 
baa  to  be  made  np  and  aiufled,  or  a  cheap  MPf  t  doll, 
anch  aa  tome  concema  give,  but  a  real  Dreaaed 


Handsome  Dressed  Doll 


Nearly  one  and  one-half  feet  In  height.  Imported 
directly  from  Europe  for  ua.  Tbit  doll  baa  a  l>eantl- 
ful  blaque  head,  blneeyea,  pearly  teeth,  long  natural 
golden  curly  ringleta,  hat,  dainty  aboea  and  atock, 
Inga  that  can  be  taken  off,  lace  trimmed  underwear, 
elegantly  and  atyllahly  dreaaed,  A  magnlllcent 
creature  of  dolldoin,  aweet  ana  pretty  aa  a  picture, 
and  will  l>e  a  aource  of  endleaa  pleaaure  and  amnae> 


ment  to  the  little  onea. 

Thlallluatratlon  la  very  much  amaller  than  the 
doll  and  chair,  but  <t  glvet  an  nbeolntely  correct  Idea 
of  how  they  look.  It  la  from  a  photograph  luat  taken 


Our  Patrons  are  Eitreiely  Well  Pleased  with  Our  PreBlums  as  \\»  Following  letters  Show. 


lola  B.  Milla,  Rocneater,  If.  T.,  wrtteet  “Doll  re. 
reived  tlila  p.  m.  all  right.  1  think  It  la  lorely.  Well 
paid  me  for  my  work. ' 

Mra.  F.  Couain,  .lacoby.La..  wrltea ;  “Doll  received 
and  we  are  more  than  delighted  with  II.  Itaurely 
aurprlaed  my  little  girl  and  the  la  delighted." 

Mra.  Charlee  Oray.  Palnea  Point,  Ill.,  wrltea:  “Re¬ 
ceived  doll  all  right  yeaterday.  It  waa  all  right; 
many  thanka." 

Roaa  Fehrenhach,  Eaat  Bottoma, Mo.,  wrltea :  “Re¬ 
ceived  my  doll  from  you  and  waa  very  much  pleaaed 
with  It.  I  thank  yon.” 

Mra.  J.  W.  Hallard,  Eaaton,  Pa.,  wrltea :  “Received 
doll  for  aelllng  gonda  and  waa  very  much  pleaaed 
vrith  It.  Will  anawer  any  queatlou  any  one  may  aak 
concerning  It.” 

In'Ie  Richmond.  Harrlabnrgh.  Pa.,  wrltea:  “Ire- 
cel  red  my  doll  and  waa  very  much  plea^  with  It.” 


Katie  Ijvlngatone,  Tn  Ian.  N.Y.,  wrltea  •  “1 
the  doll  Fridi^  all  light  and  It  waa  Juat  a 
I  expected.  Thank  you  kindly  fur  aeud 
promptly." 

Mlaa  Q.  E.  Folger,  North  Foxboro,  Maaa. 


Mlaa  O.  E.  Folger,  North  Foxboro,  Maaa..  wrltea; 
“The  doll  received  O.  K.  and  waa  very  much  pleaaed 
with  It.  It  waa  perfectly  aatlafactory  and  1  muat 
thank  yon  for  your  kindneaa.” 

Mary  Welch.  Mlllla,  Maaa..  wrltea;  “I  am  very 
much  pleaaed  with  my  doll.  My  mother  would  like 
to  know  how  much  yon  would  aell  a  doll  for  without 
aelllng  any  gooda." 

Francla  rolaton.  Wakefield,  R.  I.,  wrltea :  “1  re¬ 
ceived  my  doll  In  dne  time  and  am  very  much  pleaaed 
with  her.  She  la  beautiful.” 

Elizabeth  Hill,  Philadelphia,  Pa.,  wrltea;  “I  re¬ 
ceived  the  doll  with  great  pleaaure  and  It  It  very 
I  nice.  Many  thanka  for  promptneaa  In  tending  It." 


Flnee  mention  Everybodv'a  Magazine  when  yon  write  to  advertiaen. 
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/  (9  4-5  Mconds)  and  held  it  nnbeaten  I 

>9o*»  Haa  been  an  inatrnctor  '• 

1®  phyeical  culture  for  3a  yean. 

Nr.  Stone's  extensive  expettonoe  with  InstHutlens  of  the  highest 
character  better  q\in.llfies  Kim  tKn.i\  Okixy  other  Instructor  to 
toa.oK  men  ak.no  women  tho  science  of  seU-^velopment. 

essfully  teaching  men  and  women  in  VVOHBIT  receire  as  much  benefit  from  The  Stone 
of  the  world  how  to  get  well  and  bow  Nethod  as  men.  However,  no  woman  desires 
ow  to  broaden  the  shoulders,  deepen  the  the  same  muscular  development  which  she  admires  in 
sase  the  lung  capacity;  how  to  improve  men,  which  proves  anm  the  desirability  of  our  indi* 
;  bow  to  correct  chronic  complaints  vidual  instruction,  we  take  into  consideration  the 
I  and  bowels;  how  to  obtain  sound,  occupation,  habits,  mode  of  living,  etc.,  and  give 
low  to  increase  the  weight  or  reduce  it.  iiutruction  accordingly.  We  can  insure  perfect  health, 
how  to  obtain  all  this  physical  wealth  a  good  complexion,  and,  when  desired,  an  increased 
ily  10  to  so  minutes  each  dav,  just  before  chest  (or  bust)  development;  can  increase  the  weight 
.  arising.  TK«  Stone  Method  is  a  or  reduce  it;  can  fill  out  those  hollow  places  and  give 
intrated  exertion,  by  which  more  exer-  the  form  that  beautiful  contour  so  much  desired;  can 

positively  reduce  the  abdomen  also. 

We  should  like  to  hear  from  every  woman  who  has 
enough  interest  in  her  health  and  in  ner  perfect  develop¬ 
ment  to  read  this  advertisement.  We  have  some  litera¬ 
ture  and  testimonials  which  we  will  send  FRBB  for  the 
asking,  and  we  are  confident  they  will  not  only  prove 
interesting,  but  convincing  proof  of  the  superiority  of 


versed  in  physiology.  Individual  instruction  is  given 
in  every  case  according  to  the  requirements  of  the  pupil. 

Follow  our  instructions  and  we  promise  yon  a  fine, 
strong,  well-developed  physique,  which  bears  every 
evidence  of  perfect  manhood:  a  clear  brain;  alight  step; 
a  splendid  circulation;  a  ruddy  complexion;  bright  eyes; 
sound,  easy-working  lungs,  with  plenty  of  room  in 
which  to  expand:  an  increased  apatite;  good  diges¬ 
tion;  an  active  liver;  sound,  Iresuulisleep;  an  erect 


letters  of  a  private  nature.  Confidential  letters  may 
be  addressed  "Mrs.  Ellen  Walker,  cekie  The 
Stone  SohooL" 

ILLUSTRATED  BOOKLETS  AND  TESTIMONIALS  FREE  BY  MAIL 

It  is  impossible,  in  this  limited  space,  to  convey  an  adequate  idea  of  the  importance  of  The  Stone  Method 

Sol  physical  culture  in  attaining  and  maintaining  perfect  development  and  good  h^th.  We  have  fUK 
prepa^  a  booklet  for  men  and  one  for  women  which  explain  the  system  in  detail,  our  plan  of  mail  fg.'fi 
instruction,  etc.  These  booklets  contain  many  photos  from  life,  showing  what  others  have  accom-  I  •  D 
pushed  by  The  Stone  Method.  SENT  FREE  BY  NAIL  together  with  fac-simile  testi-  Lwj 
monials,  measurement  bUmks,  etc.  Write  today.  The  booklets  will  prove  interesting. 

The  Stone  School  of  Scientific  Physicn.!  Cultvire 

1660  MASONIC  TEMPLE.  CHICAGO.  ILL. 

LONDONi  4  Bloomsbury  Street.  New  Oxford  Street,  W.  C. 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advertisers. 
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IT-S  ONE  THING 

J*  ' '  to  offer  a  Piano  or  an  Organ  at  a  low  price. 

^  IT’S  ANOTHER  THING  to  get  a  First-class  High  Grade 


PIANO  or  ORGAN 


rice.  We  have  a  proposition  to  make  you.  Will  you  let  us 
It  cannot  be  explained  here.  It  outdoes  any  offer  we  have 
ever  made.  Drop  us  a  postal  card  or  letter, 
and  ask  us  to  send  vou  our  catalogue  for  1903 
with  our  Special  Proposition  to  New  Cus- 
tomers.  State  whether  Piano  or  Organ  is 


form  no  accurate  idea  of  the  progress  that  has  been 
made  in  bringing  the  disc  records  to  the  mint  of  perfec¬ 
tion.  Tlieir  excellence  isfully  equaled  by  their  durability. 


The  Disc  Qraphophone  is  made  C  C'TA  ^  £ '2  A 
in  three  types,  selling  at  4^  1  Oy  and 


7-inch  Records,  50  cents  each;  $5  per  doz.  10-inch  Records,  $1  each;  $10  per  doz. 

COLUMBIA  HIQH-SPEED  nOULDED  RECORDS  fit  all  tvpcs  of  talking  machines 
using  cylindrical  records  and  are  superior  to  all  others.  Send  for  catalogue  EB. 

Solti  by  Dealers  everywhere  and  by  the 

COLUMBIA  PHONOGRAPH  COMPANY 

(Grand  Priae — Paris.  1900) 

PIONEERS  AND  LEADERS  IN  THE  TALKING  MACHINE  ART. 

New  York :  wholesale  and  retail,  qy  Chambers  St.  Minneapolis ;  i  t  Fourth  St.,  S.  San  Francisco  :  iiy  Geary  St. 

Retail  only,  S73  Fifth  Ave.  Pittsburg :  6is  Penn  Ave.  Buffalo :  64s  Main  St. 

Boston  :  164  Tremont  St.  Baltimore :  no  E.  Baltimore  St.  Ixmdon  ;  122  Oxford  St.,  W. 

Philadelphia;  i6oq  Cliestnut  St.  Washington:  1212  F  St.,  N.  W.  Paris :  34  Boulevard  des  Italiens. 

Chicago :  ii8  Wabash  Ave.  St.  Louis :  yog  Pine  St.  Berlin  :  bj-A  Friedrichstrasse. 

Detroit :  37  Grand  River  Ave. 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magaxine  when  you  write  to  advertiser*. 
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The  Columbia  Disc  Gra 
entertainer,  which  is  particulai 


The  Type  You  See  Advertised  Everywhere. 

\  Disc  Gramophone  is  an  inexhaustible  and  universal 
is  particularV  appropriate  for 


A  Holiday  Present 


It  will  make  home  delijrhtful  and  afford  no  end  of 

?leasure  from  the  coming  Christmas  until  the  next  one. 

t  is  always  ready,  does  not  get  out  order,  and  the 
variety  of  records  used  on  it  is  endless — songs,  instru¬ 
mental  solos,  orchestral  and  band  pieces,  amusing 
stories,  etc. 

Columbia  Disc  Graphopliones  are  superior  to  all 
others.  Our  flat,  indestructible  records  are  com- 


COLUMBIA  DISC  GRAPHOPHONE 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


The  Queen  of  Dress 
Fabrics 

LANSDOWNE 

Ask  for  the  Genuine  and 

Insist 

On  seeing  the  perforation 

•  •  ••  •  ••••  •••  ••••  •  ••• 

•  ••  •••  •••  •••• 
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Every  three  yards  on  the  Selvedge 


t 
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Frost  King  &  Frost  Queen 
Chamois  Veste 

■  TktloND*a«  of  okunolt,  the  beat  cold  r«ais(er  knemt 
eold  damp  winds  cannot  penetrate  ehamoia. 

Thane  Barmenta  bold  the  heat  and  eiclnde  the  oold. 
Their  perfeot  Ut  and  aolid  oomtort  enable  too  to  wear 
them  at  any  time,  on  any  ooeaaion,  with  any  dreaa. 

Li(bt,  aoft  and  halptnl.  Will  laat  nereral  aeaaona. 
Front  Kins  Chamoia  Veata  for  men,  made  of  chamois, 
flannel  tnnide.  IS.OOeach. 

Frost  Qneen  Chamoia  Vents  for  women,  made  of  cham¬ 
ois,  corered  with  red,  bine,  neen,  brown,  black  or  tan 
flannel, M.OO each.  Children's  aiaes,  tUB  each. 

Tonr  drnfiiat  shonld  hare  them,  if  not,  send  na  his 
name  with  tfjDO  and  we  will  anpply  yon,  expreaa  prepaid. 
Write  for  free  daacrlptlTe  booklet. 

BAIUhBLaCX,  Mau  SIrest,  Chlaa«e,  II.S.A. 


Please  mention  Fverybody’a  Vagazlna  when  yon  write  to  adveitlKil. 


evp:rybody’s  magazine 


^cipe  BooK 


For  the  New  Dessert 

^  Just  add  boiling  water, 
^  let  it  cool  and  it’s  ready 
^  to  serve. 

JelUO  is  made  from  the  pur¬ 
est  gelatine,  sweetened  and  flavored 
with  Lemon,  Orange,  Strawberry  or 
Raspberry. 

A  ten  cent  package  makes  a  bountiful  dessert 
for  a  family.  Enough  for  six. 

FREE  OFFER. 

If  your  grocer  can’t  supply  you,  send  us  his 
name  with  5c.  for  postage,  and  we  will  forward 
you  a  full-sized  package  free,  provided  you  men¬ 
tion  this  magazine.  Only  one  package  to  a  person. 
Address  THE  GENESEE  PURE  FOOD  CO., 
Le  Roy,  N.  Y. 


mention  Everybody**  Ma^nzlne  when  you  write  to  aovertieenL 
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DIIECT  nOM  TIE  FACTNT  AT 

^  FACTORY  PRICES 

MiPPRnVAl  Atr/iV/f  “  Om 

ArrnUIAL  Ap^0%mi:'  suhjt€t  to  rtturn 
AT  OVR  hXPESsk  if  not  founds  mt  onr 
FACTOKY  FMICB.  ^ /# /00/rr  urtnter  x'o/nt 

tMoH  tt  o^tmimnku  mnyitktrt  mt  rttmii.  Ask  for 
C^mlogus  Mo. 

CaIiI  For  superiority  of  design,  material. 

QUIU  M6Q1I*  construe tiun,  workmanship  and 
inish.  **  Macey  **  furniture  received  the  ikdd  Medal 
—the  highest  award  at  Inith  the  Fan-Aroerican  ami 
Charieston  Eapusitioos. 


FINEST  LEATHER  AND  GENUINE  MAHOGANY. 

$C7.50  buys  this  genuine  mahogany,  luxurious  leather 
''  '  •*  Davenport  Sofa,  direct  from  the  factory. 

The  cushions  are  of  extra  quality  genuine  curled  horse-hair  drawings. 
suiTportei  in  the  entire  seat  by  the  finest  oil-tempereil  steel  savings. 

The  leather  used  is  the  finest  qualltv  of  machine-buned  stock  otitainable. 

Color,  deep  olive  gr^en— russet  ana  maroon  to  order.  Diamond  tufted 
seat,  back  and  inside  amis;  l>ande<l  front.  S|iring  edge.  Frame  H 
'  i  at  retafi.  ;* 


richly  polished.  Ball-bearing  casters.  Worth  a 


.  fiao.oo  to  Imo-c 


‘32 


We  Prepay  Freight 


j^SSSf' 


EXTKA 

QUALITY 


,00  buys  this  luxurious  leather  Turkish  Rocker, 
••  direct  from  factory. 

Covered  with  (test  quality  machine-tmffed  genuine  leather,  deep  olive 
green  color — russet  and  marom  C(44trs  to  order,  t^nuine  hair  cushions 
>ver  oil-tcnipereil  steel  siirings.  tufte*!  lack,  siwing  rockers  and  ball- 


Vrite  for  our  compute 


THE  FRED.  MACEY  CO.,  Ltd.,  Grand  Rapids.  Mich. 

Makers  of  High  Grade  Office  and  t.ikrary  Furniture, 

\  Rrta<iway.  Boston.  176  Federal  Street.  PHILADELPHIA. 


Beautiful  CHRISTMAS  GIFTS 

Nothing  mnkeii  n  more  nceentnhie  gift 

than  •  pieeeuf  renily  Ine  nimitnre. 


••  CARROLLTON "  y^.Lur'r." 


Hand  carved, 
**  feather  cut,"  roll  ends,  heavily  carved  feet,  roll 
topandlrasc.  All  ine«t«  nnlld.  gcnnliie  nan* 
hngnny.  gdano  polished.  Finest  spring  wi>rk. 
•II  haJr  cushions.  U|iholstered  In  imported 
\'er<*na  velour  or  t^dln  silk  weave  tapestry  (state 
general  color  preferretl).  i^r/<rt7x  at  S/fo.  Reg* 
ntnr  fnetory  priee  In  these  materials: 

hnt  we  made  tee  many  and  will  sell  a  few  at 
$  freight  paid. 

CUCKOO  **  aaalateat 

V^U\.rl\V/U  thiageat.  Six  ft  .  s  Im 

H  A|  I  ft  OpR  high.  Cuckoo  “announces" 
IIMUa  ^  hen  tlock  Is  about  to 

strike.  Fameaa  Rwars- 
wald  (Black  Forest)  warranted  MereMcatn. 
Retail  fa/ue  Seo.  Kaetery  arlee.  In  brown 
oak.  freight  patd. 

JAPANESE  Tirr.;; 

WORK  BAG  UlLi 

will 

appreelate.  A  French  leg. 
folding  gilt  tripod,  made  to  support  and  h<dd  open  fig¬ 
ure  1  cretonne  fincy  work  basket  or  darning  bv.  lin^ 
with  Silesia  and  having  spo  4  pocket  and  nredle  case. 

Retail  $j.  Oar  griee.  $tt,  express  paid  We 
alae  fumlah  tripxis  and  patterns.  W'r/A  U'hich  you 
can  make  yonr  onm  Christmas  gifts,  7Be.  per  set. 
t  we  aeta  Per  d  1  .<&.  th  ree  far  d  1 .76.  express  paid. 

OROER  TODAY  direet  fVeai  thia  ad.  or  ask  fee 
catalog.  Satisfaction  fully  guaranteed  or  money  back. 


LINN  MURRAY  FURNITURE  CO.,  Ltd.,  Grand  Rapids,  Mich. 


TAFFORD’S 

$21.00  DESK 


•ae  quartered  aaa  Dual, 
huill  «a  paaeH  aad  wrlllaf 
bed,  dfHible  deck  top. 
moulded  Styles,  automatic 
locks,  a  legal  blank  draw¬ 
ers.  letter  file.  6  all  wood 
file  Uixes,  su|>t>ly  drawer, 
haag  aver  ftraai,  centre 
drawer.  document  file, 
rard  index  drawer  wllh 
rardi,  lack  paneled  and 

IMtlbihetl.  48  in.  long.  30 
a.  wide.  48  in.  high.  Heat 
fa  aay  respaaUhle  per*an  aa 
approval.  Ask  for  catalogs 
wi  h  factory  prices:  Office 
Furnimre.  No.  149:  HoiKe  Furniture.  No.  150;  T>|>e» ritert.  all  makes."  I.." 
E.  H.  UTAFFOBD  tc  BROH.,  18.a0  Tm  Karen  8t..  (  lllt'AVO 


Special  Values  in 

Fine  Violins 

Lnreeet  collection  on  this  conUnent,  com- 
prlalna  the  celebrated  Hawley  collecUoD. 
write  for  new  catalogue  (free)  containlnK  SO 
fac-slmlle  labels  In  color  and  pbobHrrapbIc 
reproductions  of  a  number  of  line  Tlouns. 
Llat  of  Solo  Instrumente  ranfl  mr  In  price  from 
ISO  to  nOLOOO.  Prices  rery  low.  value  cod- 
eldered.  Monthly  peymente  may  be  arranRed. 
SPKUl.  TloUna  sent  on  seven  daye  exami¬ 
nation.  Formal  cerUllcate  of  RennlneneM 
with  each  Instrument 

LYON  &  HEALY, 


LADIES! 


New  Process.  We  furnish  PRR^  a 
book  of  instructions  fully  teaching  the 
If  you  want  to  make  money,  this  is  a  golden  opportunity. 


:  to-day,  enclosing  4c  postage  for  book 
TORCHON  LAC^  CO.T^pL  R*  l»T.  LOiTB,  MO. 


Plnse  mention  Everybody's  Magaxine  when  yoo  write  to  advertiaafO 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


IMPODTANTI — For  a  limited  time  only,  we  will  send  you  FDEE  a 
Famous  Indian  Head,  exquisitely  printed  in  colors  and  suitable  for 
framing,  if  you  will  send  us  the  name  of  your  grocer  and  druggist 
and  4  cents  in  stamps  to  cover  cost  of  mailing.  Address 

B*«f  Ejctract  D«pt..  CVDAHY  PACKING  CO..  Om»K».  U.  S.  A. 


“The  Taste  Tells” 

rThe  chilled  system  is  immediately 

warmed,  nourished  and  refreshed  by  ^ 

Cbdaliyj;  Rtx  Brand 
Beef  Extract 


It  is  instantly  recognized,  even  in  a  blinding  snow-storm,  by 
any  person  who  has  once  used  it.  Puts  backbone  into 
‘  Beef  Tea,  Soups  and  Gravies.  Sold  by  all  dealers. 

Send  2-cent  stamp  tor  "  From  Ranch  to  Table  ” — our  full  story. 

CUDAHY  PACKING  COMPANY 
OMAHA.  NEBRASKA 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  'irrite  to  advertisers. 
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BRIGHTON 
Silk  G&rter 


FOR  MEN 


Absolute  Range  Perfection 

5ol<l  for  CMh  or}  on  Monthly  Payment*. 

Honey  refnnded  alter  5lz  Hontha’  Trial  M 


Get  only  the 


ntX  Diamond  Brooch  .  t  ttt.OO  fl7X 
116  B  Turqiioiiic  King  ,  ,^.00  216  9 

116  S  Brooch,  Uoee  Uold  .  •  7.00  290  B 


Deacon  Scarf  Pin,  Poatl 
Rnie  OnM  Locket  • 
Koee  Gold  ScMt  Pin  . 


Suggestions  for  Christmas  Presents 


There  are  thousands  of  hints  for  Christmas 
shoppers  in  our  show-cases.  We  would  like 
you  to  see  personally  our  exclusive  designs 
and  low  prices  which  have  made  for  us  thou¬ 
sands  of  customers  all  over  the  world. 

If  you  can’t  come  we  will  send  you  without 
charge  our  large  illustrated  catalogue. 

It  contains  over  9000  photographic  repro¬ 
ductions  of  the  actual  articles  and  affords  a 
selection  from  a  $1,000,000  stock  of  Watches, 
Diamonds,  Jewelry,  Clocks,  Silverware, 
Plated-ware,  Cut  Glass  and  Leather  Goods. 


We  guarantee  safe  delivery  and  prepay 
express.  Money  promptly  returned  in  full  if 
goods  are  not  entirely  satisfactory.  Ship  C. 
O.  D.,  subject  to  examination,  if  requested. 

In  buying  from  us  you  pay  but  a  slight 
advance  over  the  cost  of  manufacture  and 
save  the  profits  of  the  jobber  and  dealer. 

Send  us  your  address  for  catalogue  today. 
It  costs  you  nothing  to  examine  it. 

Will  send  samples  of  Engraved  Visiting 
Cards,  Wedding  Invitations  and  Announce¬ 
ments,  if  you  ask  for  them. 


C.  D.  PEACOCK,  Dept.  K.,  State  &  Adams  Sts.,  Chicago,  Ill. 

■zBufMtnnBf  Jeweler  and  BUeemnith.  ZitaUialied  1217. 

For  over  65  years  the  name  of  C.  D.  Peacock  on  a  purchase  has  been  an  absolnte  gnarantee  of  cennineness  and  full  valne. 


2S  oenU  a  pair  at  all  dealers,  or  by  malL 
PIONEER  SUSPENDER  CO. 

718  Market  Street.  Philadelphia. 


without 

restraint. 

Lies  FLAT 
against  the 
leg. 

No  friction. 

No  chafing. 


genuine. 
See  that  the 
word 

BRIGHTON 
appears  on 
the  clasps  and 
on  the  box. 
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r  Smith, 
Kune  & 
French  Co., 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 


THE  Mothers  rRiEND 

SHIRT  WAisfs  FOR  ROYS 

This  Ufhe  waist  that  does  not  take  itsbattons  to  the 
wash.  Saves  the  buttons,  saves  the  uraist.  Buttons  are 
nveted  on  a  separate  adjustable  belt.  We  have  our  own 
wavof  making  our  waists  stTOngr.  Our  own  exclusive  styles, 
and  our  own  new  materials.  Imitators  cannot  copy  us. 

Motners*  Fkicm 

If  you  can’t  ret  the  renuine  write  us.  Prices,  ,0  cents 
to  f  I  .SO,  laundered. 

ISAAC  SCHNEER’S  SON  A  COUPANY 
Mothers’  Friend  Factory: 
iJSth  Street  and  Willow  Avenue,  New  York 

Dob  t  ftwttolor*  MTk.  ■.tkm-  PtImS  Nmmn,  TW 

Wa*fc  Mto,  a  cisnce  will  show  their  «itperi«»ritv. 


INSIDE  the  covers  of  this 
beautiful  book  is  set 
forth  the  last  word  on  the  proper  set¬ 
ting  of  the  table  for  rll  occasions.  It 
is  illustrated  with  large  photographs, 
and  will  be  found  of  most  welcome 
assistance  to  the  housekeeper. 

Sent  free,  on  request,  for  4c.  postage  to  any  address. 

R.  WALLACE  &  SONS  MFG.  CO. 

Deft.  X,  WalUiiftord,  Cora. 

The  R.  W.  &  S.  stamp  on  solid  sltver  k  an  assurance  oi 
evrHIew'e 


Please  mention  Everybody*s  Ma^razine  when  yoti  write  to  advertisers. 
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Dillingham  Shop 

has  just  issued  a  set  of  handsome  Bulletins  printed  on  high  finished  super<alendered  paper,  bound  in  hand 
made  deckle  edge  paper  which  is  YOU  Kb  FOR  THE  ASKING.  This  book  shows  photo-engravings 
of  beautiful  things  MADE  BY  HAND  in  the  highest  type  of  craftsmanship.  L’Art  Nouveau  tables, 
chairs,  rockets,  settles,  screens,  music  cabinets,  b^kcases,  clocks  and  special  pieces  for  den,  dining 
room  or  cozy  comer.  Every  piece  a  gem  of  art  and  utility,  exclusive  Dillingham  designs  and  sold 

DIRECT  FROM  OUR  SHOP  AT  ONE  PROFIT  PRICES. 


Glad  to  ship  anything  we  make  ON  50  DAYS’  APPR.OVAL.  Suppose  you  write  for 
our  free  Bulletins  to-day.  A  Postal  will  do. 

Note  carefully  the  descriptions  and  prices  of  Dillingham  Designs  in  this  advertisement. 


Cui  is  tms-4hirds  sise  0/  Ssnmtsr  Sty  it  • 

BUtles  are  fnrjfed  from  finest  mot  *teel,  perfect  In  temper  and  will 
retain  hs  edge.  Name,  address,  emblems,  photos,  etc.,  under  tite 
handles. 

A  OAINTV  XMAfl  OK  BIRTHDAT  OIPT. 

An  excellent  htgh-gra<le  a<tvcrtUing  novelty. 

Senator  Atyle. 

No.  iig,  aRUdes.  fi.nol  AOENTA  WANTED 

No.  ISO.  3  Blatlob,  1.60  EVERYWHERE. 

No.  123.  4  Blades,  t.85  |  Send  ac.  btarnp  for  Circular  and  Terms. 

NOVELTY  CUTLEST  CO.,  30  Bar  St.,  Canton,  0 


His  Razor 
Doesn't  Pull 


Does 

Yours? 


^HUMATE^ 


%  DOLLAR  RAZOR 


si  Postpaid 

H  Replaced  If  best  shaver 

^  unsatisfactory  at  any  price. 

The  Shumate  is  a  hollow  rround.  hichest  class 
razor,  made  of  the  best  material,  tempered  by  a 
patent  pruct^s  and  cannot  be  excelled.  A  set  of 
valuable  shavinir  rules  free  with  each  razor. 

StropoUne— the  newest  and  best  razor  paste 
known.  Will  sharpen  the  dullest  razor.  Enough 
for  two  years  15  cents  postpaid. 

Free  Book— Trtt.  how  to  Rbare  romfortably  and  how  to 
treataruor.  V'teetf  you  wod  yuurdoalrr'*  name. 

SHlHin  BAZOB  COirAST,  Dr,!.  B  Aa.UB,T.z. 

NEW-  YORK-t  W.  Fourteenth  Street.  I  J  1 

'  CHIC AOO—AWBouth  Wextem  Avenue. 

BOSTON— lverJohnw>n  Sporting  UoodsOo.  \  XJwy 
A  BT.  LOl'I8-tm  HenrietU  Street  SLr'Jr 

PITTSBL'KO— 6U  Penn  BuUding.  IStZm 


1  .. 

— '1  ! 

i - j  ‘  ’ 

r  _  ,  ^ 

/  iu  J 

,j _ < 

- 

This  Dillincham  bookcase  and  desk  combined,  solid  <m1(. 
with  speriai  lock  drawer,  size 66  in.  hiBh,S4in.  Iona,  in  a  v^ielv 
of  dull  finishes,  complete,  freighl  paid  joo  miles.  Prirr, 
SCM.M.  Complete,  as  above,  with  fire  and  water  proof  vault, 
as  shown  in  illustration,  aiie  of  vault,  sj  in.  high,  15  in.  wide. 
Vault  sold  separately  for  StM.M. 

THE  DILLINGHAM  SHOP 

706  Th«  Spitsor  Toledo,  Ohio 


Please  mnition  Everrbodv’s  Mseasine  when  yoo  write  to  adrtitiasi^ 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


EQUITABLE 

„„^»gEST  IN  r/;f  ^ 


JV\.M.E\.\NI)KR 

PBr'>iDE\'^- 


J  H  H'l  df: 
VICE  president 


5cad  this  coupon  for  partkuUr*  of  ouch  a  policy  iMuod  at  your  as* 

THE  EQUITABLE  LIFE  ASSURANCE  SOaETY, 

130  Broadway,  New  York. 

Please  send  me  information  regarding  an  Endowment  for  $ . 

if  issued  at . years  of  age. 

Name . 


Address 


Please  mention  Everybody's  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advertisers. 


A  CHRISTMAS  GIFT 

of  an  Equitable  Endowment 
Policy  assure<>  comfort  for 
every  future 
Chr  is  t  mas 

l/acancies  m  ei/ery  5 fate 
„  tor  men  of  energy  and 

"i  character  to  act  ar 
»  'epresent.t  fives 

J  Aoo  y  to  G.m EJAmiL 

I  2''"i'ice  Preiiaent 
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igE  ^RFEa  Piano  Player 


THE  EVIDENCE  OF  ITS  PERFECTION 


ITS  **TOUCH"  is  absolutely  non-mechanical. 

The  connection  between  the  mechanical  finger  which  strikes  the  key  and 
the  lever  which  operates  the  finger  is  entirely  different  from  that  found  in 
any  other  player,  and  produces  a  “touch”  upon  the  piano  key  indis¬ 
tinguishable  from  that  of  the  most  capable  human  pianists. 

ITS  “POWER  OF  EXPRESSION”  is  limited  only  by  the 
feelings  of  the  operator. 

New  devices,  giving  the  operator  perfect  control  over  both  bass  and  treble, 
and  making  the  most  delicate  effects  in  tone  shading  easily  possible,  are 
found  in  the  Cecilian. 

These  facts  we  are  ready  to  PROVE,  if  you  will  give  us  the  opportunity. 
Write  us  for  booklet  giving  full  description.  Address: 

FARRAND  ORGAN  COMPANY,  Dept.  •'B” 

DETKOIT.  MICHIGAN 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advertisers. 


KECINAc 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


WEEji  3/^  Music  Maker/! 

will  be  joyfully  received  by  the 
children  as  the  best  among  the 
good  things  of  Christmas.  In 
many  a  home  it  will  play  the 
Christmas  overture. 

THE  REQINA  is  equally  ready  to 
entertain  young  and  old  with  classical 
selections  or  the  latest  light  opera.  The 
children  never  lose  their  interest  in  its 
everchanging  melodies — gradually  and  un¬ 
consciously  forming  a  taste  for  good  music. 

I  THE  REQINA  received  the  Gold 
Medal,  highest  award  at  the  Pan-Amer¬ 
ican.  It  is  fully  guaranteed  and  is  for 
I  sale  by  leading  dealers  ever)  where.  Any 
'  Regina  will  be  sent  on  approval  to  res¬ 
ponsible  parties,  and  freight  paid  where 
I  we  have  no  dealers  and  sell  direct 

Send  for  catalogue  and  complete  music  lists. 

L REQINA  MUSIC  BOX  CO. 

Re(lna  Building.  7  East  aad  Street  or 
261  Wabash  Avenue,  Chicago,  III. 


Testimonial  from  the  celebrated  composer  of 
“Cavalleria  Rusticana,”  “Amico  Fritz," 


Illustrated  Book  Qiven  to  Inquirers 

Sold  by  The  Oliver  Ditson  Co.,  Boston. 

lohn  Wan.imalcer.  New  York  and  Philadelphia 

jiiel^  &  Co.,  R.iltitnori  and  Washington 

S.  Hamilton,  Pittsb  irg 

Geo.  P.  B*nt.  Chicago 

The  Estey  Co.,  St.  Louis 

Sherman.  Clav  iSt  Co.,  5>an  Francisco 

The  W  G.  Woodminsee  Piano  Co.,  Cincinnati 

The  J.  T.  Wameilnk  Ar  Sons  Plano  Co.,  Cleveland 

lunius  Hart  l*iano  House,  New  Orleans 

F.  J.  Schwankouskv,  T>etr'it 

THE  Wll.rox  A  WHITE  CO., 

Main  OMre*  and  Kartnry  •  •  .  lertden,  Cnnn.,  T.  B.  Aa 


”The  Angelus  is  a  wonderful  virtuoso-rianist* 
and  at  the  same  time  an  excellent  organist. 

•‘Thanks  to  its  mar\"ellous  means  of  expres¬ 
sion,  it  can  give  the  complicated  pieces  more 
lift  and  soul  than  any  other  instrument  of  its 
kind  is  able  to  give.* 

“Bravo  to  the  inventors.” 

(Signed)  Pibtro  Mascagni. 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advertisers. 
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ELECTRl,H\IR  BRISK 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


Prirriii  N( 

No.j.S’J.OO 


rPER  DAY 

ON  EASY 
PAYMENT  PLAN. 


THE  ROSALIND 
,  SHIRT  WAIST 
I  ADJUSTER 


WATCHES  ♦  DIAMONDS 


The  Best  lA-Karat  Oald  Filled  Case  that 
money  can  buy.  Warraaled  for  a;  and  3$  years, 
with  lyand  ai  Ruby  Jeweled  Adjusted  Movements, 

Reininittnn,  Klfin,  Waltham  or  other  hish  rrade  if 
preferred.  No  Middlemen’s  profits.  I»west  cash 
price.  Any  sizes.  Aay  Monogram  or  Emblem  en- 
paved  to  order.  No  extra  chame  Tliis  proves  oiialitv. 
Yon  hare  the  uwe  of  WATCH  or  OlA.MOND 
while  payina  for  it.  Members  wanted  who  are 
honest —  wealth  not  necessary.  We  will  aead 
Wnleh  or  Diamond  on  approral.  and  you 
return  at  our  expense,  if  not  as  represented.  Superb 
Catalogue  free.  Kor  prompt  attention,  address 
THE  WAI.KER  EDMCND  CW., 

140  Stale  St.*  Dept.  113.  C'hicaa*,  111. 


\  The  Modiste’s  Delight.  Holds 
belt  and  waist  absolutely  in  place 
and  gives  comfort  and  chic  to  the 
wearer.  With  Fancy  Centre  Hook 
for  Ribbon  Belts — a  ttnutiful and 
Msf/nl 

Holiday  or  Birthday  Gift 

I  in  fifty  styles.  Nos.  1359,  jiu. 

.  jnqi  (see  illustration) ,  75c.  Nos. 
QTf.  .3475.  .fS'b,  4153.  5'<*.  50c. 
Plain,  for  leather  bells,  25c. 

Special  deelgaM  la  fold  or 
silver  to  order 

ROSALIND  MNFQ.  CO. 

ideatial  BaiUlii  .  .  Birffailo.  N.  V. 


so  at 


••  DIRECT  FROM  FACTORY  ” 

rtaMh'I'lMlhli,  I1|r»rpt  (OQ  Jfl 

t^rtrr-Sa«r4  Oak  Maalrl. 

Dealers’  price  #46  ti>  #60. 

It  K  8a  in.  hiRh.  6o  in.  «ifie,  36X  i8 
Fremh  Hevel  Mirrt>r.  four  elaliorate  ca|4- 
taU.  iiiiMiltletl  sliel«e«.  lnciu<les  Enamel 
1  Ue  I* at  inR.  60  x  18  Hearth,  Plat^  Frame 
AmiCliih  House  Grate. 

S19.50  l>uys  ihK  SolM  Oak  klantel.  78 
in  54  la,  akle.  84  z  14  Bevel  Plate 

Mirrte;  with  _ 

Tile  and 


>zy.4Uthi. 

440  Mantel. 


JlW  MiYsi&sip* 

TflA  pi  River  and 
^  meth  of  Solid) 

Carotin.!. 

Onr  $11.75  Mantel  U  a  wander.  H| 

Tiles  mounte*!  on  slate  makes  a  perfect  iob.  HB 
Anyone  can  isUce  them  in  pt>sition.  Write  for 
catalo|{  of  ManteK,  t^ratev;  Tllev  fie  floors  and  B3  HHIH 
baths;  Slate  Lautt«.try  Tuba. 

W.  K.  OHTEM»ORP,  S4I7  N.  Itrand  Hoe  l*lilladelplita.  Pa. 


Why  pay 
$3.00  or  $4.00 
for  your  shoes 
when  you  car.  buy 
the  Netticton’i  for 


25c  aoth^ntury  com  PURSE 

1l»e  ne»ewt  and  lir’.t.  No  metal  to  rust.  Iierak  or 
•car  the  imkets.  Nt*.  loiarrics  |io  in  silver.  No.  $ 
varries  l.Jkdles  tarr)-  No.  5  inside  (hatelalne  bi^. 
It  is  as  •^fr  as  if  pa.llorked.  )‘et  so  so#  and  dexiTlc 
that  H  cannot  injure  tlie  finest  late.  Maile  of  Russian 
calf,  stllvhetl  with  silk;  c<-lon  DiMoikI  and  Black. 
Peajde  varTv  U  that  never  tarried  a  purse  before. 
S44J  ever>«here.  as  c^ats.  i^nuine  seal  skin  50c. 

TIIK  nTKINLAM  MFV.  C'O.. 
Ikepartaseat  II*  IJaeala*  NeB. 


Very  soft,  fine  stock  and  uii.surpassed 
for  style  and  durability.  All  sizes.  A,  B,  C,  1),  £ 
widths.  Cuban  and  Military  Heels.  Button  and 
Lace.  Sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  #2.98. 
Green  Trading  Stamps.  Address 

THE  NETTLETON’S,  Scranton.  Pa, 


8ml  pctpzM  • 
af  prife. 


tSHeet  Music  ^ 

I  All  thn  lnt#nt  popular  and  elaanioal  miMic  laaa  than  on^ 

j-it  £#11  prim.  OataloBtM FREE. 

^  LaORANOC  MUSIC  CO-  I>ePt-  MionaapollaJIliin 

Mas8AU)e  wbcu  you  write  to  adverttoefa. 
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This  $30  Marks  Ad- 
lustaLble  ChsLir  for  * 
^  A  Handsome 

Holiday  Gift 


Theatrical 
Playing  Cards 


SOMETHING  UNIQUE.  Cards 
are  of  the  best  grade,  and  on  the  face 
of  each  card  is  an  excellent  likeness 
of  some  well-known  actor  or  actress. 
The  backs  are  handsomely  finished 
in  gold  and  blue.  Sent  postpaid  to 
any  address  upon  receipt  of  25c.  and 
three  wrappers  from  Craddock’s 
Medicated  blue  Soap. 

Get  the  soap  from  your  druggist, 
as  we  do  not  ship  direct.  If  he  does 
not  have  it,  send  us  his  name  and 
address  and  we  will  see  that  he  is 
supplied. 

Craddock’s  Medicated  Blue  Soap  is  a 

high-grade  toilet  soap,  with  curative 
properties  found  in  no  other  soap. 

At  all  dealers.  10  cents. 

Box  of  three  cakes,  25  cents. 

Equal  to  any  2Sc.  soap  on  the 
market.  Money  refunded  if  you 
are  not  satisfied. 


a  child's  crib,  an  ti 
retreat,  and  a  healthy 
luxtir)’. 


MARKS  ADJUSTABLE 
CHAIR  COMPANY, 

56  L  East  236  Street 
NEW  YORK,  .  -  N.  Y. 


tShe 

EVRJCKA 
SOAP  CO., 
CincinnaLti, 
Ohio. 


A  GIFT  BOX  THAFS  NEW 

Doesn’t  this  photograph  give  you  an  idea 
for  the  holidays  ?  The 

RUBDRY  BATH  TOWEL 

is  the  one  and  the  only  one  packed  in  a 
separate  box.  Its  tone  is  heightened,  too, 
by  its  snowy  whiteness,  handsome  finish 
and  atmosphere  of  elegance.  Besides,  the 
RUBDRY  wears  and  satisfies.  Ask  to  see 
the  three  sizes  of 

THE  ONLY  TOWEL  WORTH  A  NAME 

W.e  are  now  using  the  authorized  label  of  the 

NATIONAL  CONSUMERS'  LEAGUE 

Illustiated  booklet  C  on  request. 

WACHUSETT  MILLS  .  WORCESTER.  MASS. 
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For  Christmas  Gifts-The  Perry  Pictures 


Tke  World’!  Great  FaiatUra 


Gold  Medal,  Parle  EzpoaitioB 


Order  to^y.  You  will  witli  lo  order  ulien  vou  see  how  beautiful 
they  are  for  Holiday  Gifts. 


Bead  25  ceata  (or 

Art  Sul^ecth.  or 
f$  Madonnas,  or 
as  On  LKe  of  Ckrfot,  or 
9$  LaiKHcapes.  or 
95  Dofs.  Kittras  and 
Horses,  or 
9S  Famous  Men.  or 
•S  Authors  and  hoets.  or 
3$  For  Children. 

Each  set  in  a  Poitf«>lio 

A  choice  Holiday  Gift. 
Or  13  Pictures  la  Otlors. 

5  Extra  Sire  (lox  »>«  te 
A  beautiful  Art  BuoklH.  <« 
Art  Booklet'Madonnas. 
Tkis  fictnrt  is  tke  Sis- 
time  Madenma.  Tke  erne- 
cent  pictures  are  J  to  4 
titmes  tkii  she. 


•r  50  ceaU  for 

Any  two  sets  in  first 
column,  or 

II  Perr>'  lectures.  Extra 
SUe.  ot 

Portfidio  «<  Pictures.  New 
York  Edition.  7x9. 
i  ^ms  of  Art. 

or  51.00  tor 

Any  four  a<<ent  sets,  or 

thir  licauttful  1903  Christ¬ 
mas  Set.  No.  I,  lao  pit  - 
tures.  No  two  alike,  or 


or  $1JM>  lor 

The  Perry  Mat;aziae  one 
year  imontiily.  except 
July  and  August)  and 
100  Perry  Pictures. 
Regular  Sire. 

Thh  IS  fi>r  new  subscr{l>- 
ersonly.  for  a  limited  time 
This  gift  will  reminti 
your  friend  of  )ou  /cm 
titmes  during  the  year. 

For  $5.00 

If  you  wish  to  make  an 


beautiful  Art  BooklH.  (W  Chrislnias  Set.  No.  a.  lao  elegant  present,  send  f5.oo 
rt  Booklet-Madonnas.  oklures  all  in  the  new  fiir  135  Extra  Sire  Perry 

'Lit  it  4L^  Cit  Ibiston  Edhkm.  N**  Pictures.  10  x  laand  11  x  14. 

*  6  V  -V?  S  «»“  ‘Hk'. «  •»  «•>«*  SS « *. 

1  •  *4*^'  **  Perry  Pictures,  V”ur  may  l<e  assorted  as  direct 

^4^.  .4  •  4^  .  selettkm  ft>*m 

9000  suli^ects 


ONE  CENT  EACH  Postpaid 

5«nd  three  tm-o<rnt  stamps  for  Catalogue  with  kkxi  miniature  illu8tra> 
tions  and  two  sample  pictures. 

The  Perry  Pictures  Company,  box  aoo.  Malden,  Mass. 

145  Fifth  ATesme,  Few  York  Tremont  Teaplea  Boston 

Send  all  mail  orders  to  Malden  i  IffRY. 


RICHARDS  Fit> 
the-Back  CHAIRS 

make  most  acceptable  presents.  They  im¬ 
part  a  sense  of  comfort  and  ease  to  both 
body  and  mind.  Write  for  pamphlet  and  prices. 

Richa.rds  ChA.lr  Co.,  184  La  Salle  St.,  Chicago. 


IMAGIC  LANTERNS 

mlylwTTnmwmwmwnTTm 


STEREOPTICONS  and  VIEWS  . 

for  Pnbllc  Exhiblt40D8,  Church  Entertain menW^ifbr  .* 
tllnstratlii|r  sermons.  Many  sizes.  -All  prfees. 
Chance  for  men  with  little  capital  to  make  ' 
money.  260  pa)te  Catalogue  FREE. 

MCALLISTER,  Mfg.  Optician,  AORassau  St.,N.Y. 
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5ay  Mr  Santa  Claus  bring  me 

SOME  MORE 

Mothers  Frieno’shirt  waists 


UANDSOME  reproduction  In  colors  of  this  paintings 
n  by  Ray  Brown,  and  without  advertisement,  sent 
free  to  all  children  and  parents  requesting  it  befcm 
Christmas  Day  this  year. 

The  Mothers’  Friend  Waists.  Blouses  and 
Shirts  for  Boys,  are  made  in  our  own  exceptional 
styles  of  our  own  exclusive  materials. 

Our  methods  are  copied  hut  never  equalled.  That’s 
why  Mothers'  Friend  Garments  have  held  the 
lead  for  ao  years. 

ISAAC  SCHNEER’S  SON  &  COMPANY 

Motheks'  Friend  Factory: 

135th  Street  aoid  Wmow  Are.,  New  York 


Help  Yourself 

There  is  a  depth  of  meaninar  in  these  words— yourself.  No  attain¬ 
ment  worth  the  havinK  has  ever  been  made  without  self  help. 

All  who  are  in  earnest  to  accomplish  a  definite  purpose  within  the  scope  of 
their  intelligence  can  do  it.  but  they  must  keif  themselves. 

If  you  believe  that  a  strong,  sound  body  and  active 
mind  are  desirable  possessions  to  attain  success  in  life, 
you  can  secure  them  by  building  yourself  out  of  the 
right  material  —  Natural  Food. 

SHREMCDWT 

MSCDIT 

is  Natural  Food  —  food  whose  each  integral  part  has  a  counterpart 
in  your  body  and  which  builds  it  symmetrically  and  as  a  harmon¬ 
ious  whole.  The  beauty  of  form  and  adaptability  of  this  perfect 
food  lends  it  a  grace  to  the  eye.  It  can  be  prepared  in  over  250 
different  ways.  The  natural  whole  wheat  flavor  of  SHREDDED 
WHOLE  WHEAT  BISCUIT  pleases  the  palate.  Wholly 
nourishing,  as  it  does,  the  whole  body,  it  appeals  to  Reason. 

Help  Yourself 

Sold  by  alt  groeort.  Send  for  "The  Vital  Question" 

(Cook  Book,  illustrated  in  colors).  FREE.  Address 

THE  NATURAL  FOOD  COMPANY,  Niagara  FaUs,  N.  Y. 


Easy  Rocking  Ch2Jrs 

are  distinguishing  features  of  tastily  and  well 
arranged  homes.  There  is  a  luxurious  comforta¬ 
bleness  about  good  rocking  chairs  that  make  them 
appeal  to  every  person.  The 

SCHRAM 

ROCKING  CHAIR. 

is  without  doubt  the  most  com¬ 
fortable,  durable  and  handsome 
chair  made.  It  has  our  patented 
solid  steel  Convolute  Spring 
which  carries  the  seat  of  the 
rocker  and  preventscontact  with 
base  of  chair.  (See  cut).  This 
avoids  any  squeaking  or  other 
noise  when  rocking.  Also  prevents  rocker  from 
moving  about  when  in  use,  marring  of  base  boards 
and  other  furniture,  and  wearing  out  carpets. 

The  Schram  Rocking  Chair  has  the  softest 
and  easiest  rock  and  rests  every  part  of  the  body. 
Spring  adjusted  to  any  weight.  Frame  of  finish^ 
golden  oak,  polished.  Best  quality  of  leather  and 
hair  used  in  upholstering.  Full  spring  arms  and 
back  in  all  Turkish  rockers.  Thousands  in  use 
and  giving  the  utmost  satisfaction. 

A  Schram  Rocking  Chair  (like  cut)  can  be  purchased 
of  your  leading  furniture  dealer  at  a  remarkably  low  price. 

_ Look  for  our  name  on  Chair. _ 

If  deEter  doesn’t  haxe  our  chairs  and  will  not  order  for  you, 
send  us  his  name  and  we  will  see  that  jon  are  supplied. 
Write  foroor  FKEE  illustrate  booklet,  ‘‘Chair  Conuort.*’ 

X.  W.  SCHRAM  CHAIR  CO..  Oshkosh,  Wis. 

Sole  Proprietort  and  Manufaciurtre  **Oonvolute  Spring  Rockem.** 


Pleate  mentloD  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  yon  write  to  advertisers. 
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PROF.  ANTHONY  BARKER 

guaranteei  to  increase  the  strength  and 
viality  ot  any  mao,  woman  or  child  in  a 
course  of  lessons. 

My  gymnasium  is  one  of  the  largest 
and  best  equipped  in  New  York  City. 
My  facilities  for  taking  care  of  pupils, 
whether  ptrsonally  or  by  mail,  are  un¬ 
excelled.  I  have  never  failed  to  per¬ 
manently  relieve  persons  with  weak 
Stomach,  Heart,  Kidneys  or  Back; 
Cnrt’atnre  of  the  Spine,  Rupture  or 
any  deformity.  All  is  accomplished  without  medicine  or  the  knife. 

Send  for  particulars  regarding  my  courses  and  methods  or  if  in 
vicinity  call. 

Anthony  Barker's  School  of  Physical  Cniture 

1164  Broadway,  Drpl.  H,  New  York  City 


{SPECIAL  OFFEP) 

Vaa^^  as  complete  a  course  of  Phys- 

^  1*^  ^  ical  Culmre  as  has  ever  been 

I  •  I  ntailnl  for  fao.oo. 

“PHYSICAL  CULTURE  SIMPLIFIED” 

by  Frof.  Aniheny  Barker 
Finely  bound  in  cloth.  Illustrated  with  $4  fuU>page  halftones 
from  Life  and  every  move  minutely  described.  A  few  ntoments 
expended  each  day  will  accomplish  wonders  if  instructions  are 
followed.  If  sickly  you  will  become  not  only  well  but  strong. 
Sent  postpaid  by  the  Publishers  on  receipt  of  price. 

THE  BAKER  &  TAYLOR  COMPANY,  NEW  YORK 


STRENGTH 

WWTELY  PUNCHING  BAG 

Bag  Punching  trains  the  eye;  builds  muscles; 
fills  the  lungs ;  gives  health. 

The  Whitely  Punching  Bag  can  be  put  up  by  any 
one  n  a  moment  and  tiken  down  in  a  second. 

No  jar;  perfect  action.  Price  S7.00,  prepaid  east 
of  Denver ;  add  $1.00  west  of  Denver. 

Hi-Lo  Adjustable  Exerciser 

A  new  Invention  for  Home  Exercise.  Manufact¬ 
ured  and  soid  under  license  from  Alexander  Whitely. 
Other  Exercisers  must  be  taken  down  and  reversed  for 
certtin  motions.  The  Hl-Lo  Adjustable  gives  a  pull 
from  top,  bottom,  both  combined  or  centre  without 
reversing.  Be.tutlfully  finished,  in  box  with  artistic 
chart  showing  motions,  etc.  Price  $2.00,  prepaid. 

HI-LO  HORIZONTAL  BAR 

Something  new  for  the  boy.  A  horiiontal  bar  for  the 
honic.  Can  be  set  upor  takendown  ina  moment.  Afirm 
support  with  strong  cross  bar  and  laminated  su;mended 
nnus  Price  $5.00  prepaid.  Add  )i .»  west  of  Denver. 
Noiliinv  to  compare  with  this  bar  for  less  than  $is.co, 
ni  iiiuliinu  like  It  at  any  price.  Ourgoods  sent  prepaid 
a  short  time  only— to  introduce.  Send  six  cents  in 
sutiii>s  for  handsome  three-color  catalogue. 

O.  C.  A.  MT'G.  CO..  D«»t.  A.  Successors  to  the 
O.  C.  A.  SWISS  to..  ASH  RPMdway.  New  Ywrk 


READ 

Lun^  and 
Muscle  Culture 

'  The  Moat  inatnictlve  book  ever 
published  on  the  vital  subiect  of 

Deep  Breathing 

and  Exercise 

Book  is  fully  illustrated  with  diagrams, 
etc.,  showing  correct  and  incorrect 
breathing ;  also  contains  hundreds  of 
other  points  of  valuable  information. 
Send  on  receipt  of  fOc. 

Over  200,000  alreody  aold. 

P.  YON  BOECKMANN,  R.  S. 
1132  Hartford  Bldg..  N.  Y. 


The  Economist  Training 
Schtml  is  the  only  window 
trimming  school  in  the  world, 
and  has  more  call  for  graduates  than  it  it  able  to  fill.  We 
heave  a  large  and  peifecily  equipped  school  where  studenu 
are  taught  in  person.  We  also  leach  by  mail,  WINDOW 
TRIMMINQ,  AD.  WRITING,  and  CARD  SION 
PAINTINO.  This  schoul  is  endorsed  by  the  best  mer¬ 
chants  in  America,  because  It’s  prartkal,  and  its 
students  are  eagerly  sought.  W rile  for  particulars  to 

ECONOMIST  TR.AININC  SCHOOL 

Willard  H.  Band,  Hresldeat. 

13H-146  Wrat  14>h  Nt.,  New  York  City 


THUNDER  MOUNTAIN 

AMERICA’S  TRANSVAAL 

THE  GOLDEN  ROD  MINING  CO.  owns 

outright,  absolutelv  free  of  debt,  >^hat  we  consider  two 
of  the  richest  gold  claims  ever  staked.  Ihey  are  1o> 
cated  within  3,000  feet  of  the  world  famous  **  Poor 
Man's  Treasure**  of  the  wonderful  l>ewey  group 
(estimated  to  have  over  ten  million  dollars  in  gold  in 
sight),  Thunder  Mountain,  Idaho,  which  the  latest  of* 
hctal  reports  indicate  as  being  the  richest  gold  territory 
in  tile  United  States,  if  not  in  the  whole  world.  Unlike 
many  companies  which  are  selling  stock  to  buy  and 
pay  for  their  properties,  we  sell  treakSury  stock 
only  for  active  development  work. 

To  obtain  further  capital  for  this  purpose  we  o0er 
for  a  very  limited  time 

$1.00  TREASURY  STOCK 

fully  paid  and  non-asaosable 

AT  8  CENTS  PER  SHARE 

Capital  stock  1,500,000  shares,  par  valne  Si.oo, 
full  paid,  non -assessable,  toper  cent  or  1,100,000 
shares  treasury  stock.  There  are  no  debts,  no 
bonds  and  no  salaried  olBcers. 

This  it  no  “wildol”  scheme  but  in  honest  bona-fide 
mining  proposition  w  liich  YOU  w  ill  do  well  to  inves¬ 
tigate.  Write  for  prospectus  No.  ,63,  map  and  engi¬ 
neers’  reports.  Booklet,  “  How  to  Judge  Mining 
Stocks,”  free. 

UNION  SECURITY  CO. 

INVESTMENT  BANKERS 
363  Gaff  Bldg.  Chicago.  III. 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advertisen. 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


building  or  altering  your  house,  comfort  and  health  ^ 
mmw^a  Vt  be  considered  first — the  decorative  scheme  may  be 

worked  out  later  on.  Good  sanitary  plumbing,  and  the 
dainty,  cleanly  appointments  of  a  modern  bathroom  equipped  with 

bring  the  lasting  satisfaction  of  beauty  and  comfort  from  the  first  occupancy, 
and  increases  the  selling  value. 

Cleanliaess  sanitation 

the  lavatory  water  have  a 

aurface  is  sbsolutely  non- 

Dorous.  "Standard"  Porcelain  Enamel  provides 

these  festures  hi(hest  possible  decree  and  JEVX 

ia  the  only  material  which  not  craze  or  crack  nPn 

lone  usate.  Every  piece  bears  our  fuar-  ^Hn4<  mfH 

antee  label  (printed  in  creen  and  cold)  and  frffr  I 

has  the  trade-mark  "Standard"  or  the  initials  ^ 

S.  S.  M.  Cn."  in  relief  on  the  i 

None  others  are  cenuine.  .2^  -I  i” 

This  illustration  is  from  a  photocraph  a  >  I 

modem  bathroom  fitted  with  "Standard"  Por-  IN>B» 

celain  Enameled  Ware  as  follows: — 

S  ft.  Piste  166.C  -‘Shswtnut**  Bsth  Tub.  complete  $tr  15  . 

s  34-inch  Piste  looo-M  L.svator>',  complete  33>ss 
Piste  3140-G  I'srsgon  Wster  Closet,  complete  24.00 

Totsl  spproximste  . $4a.m 

We  will  send  free  on  request  our  book  entitled  “Modern 

Bsthrooms.”  which  illustrates  snddescrlliesnisnydesiipis  / 

oflbteriorsnsncement  end  eiiuipment.  from  phfeoersphs 
of  sctusl  bathrooms. « ith  prices  and  ocher  information  of 
vsluetohomebuildersocthosecontemplatina  remodclinc. 

k  STANDARD  SANITARY  MANUFACTURING  COMPANY,  Box  G,  PITTSBURG,  PA.  j 


OUR  NEW  1903  CATALOGUE  SENT  FREE 
UPON  REQUEST. 

OUP  GOODS  DO  TMC  TALKING  AND  THE  PHEHOMEKALLT  LOW 
PPICES  SHOULD  TEMPT  ALL  IHTEKOIKG  PUPCHASEPS 

glsiRKE  &  60 

'’^•JEWELERS.  ‘ 

781  Broadway.  New  York 


ABOVK  II. 

I  14k  Gold  Watch,  irenuloc  American  movement, 
elsewhere  fio.oo,  Oitr  price  .  .  .  itA.OO 

3  Genuine  Diamond  l.inks,  full  cut  brilliant’s. 

worth  $9-00,  our  price . 

t  Genuine  Diamond  Mar)u{s  Rin{^.  very  brlUi.ant 
stones,  solid  n^ld.  our  price  .  .  .  i|i7«00 

4  Lndics*  Sditl  14k  GoM  Watch,  with  high  grade 

American  Walthnm  or  Elgin  W<eks,  re- 
tailer’i  price  faa.oo.  our  price  .  .  #  1  tsOO 

5  Engagement  Ring,  pure  white,  full  cut.  a'Ak 

diamond . ^95.00 

6  Onuine  Diamond  Ear  Screws,  fine  white  color. 

very  lirilliant  and  perfect,  i-a  ^64  kts  . 
only . #t0.4IO 


LI*HTRATI0X»  AKK  ONE-HALP  ACTl’AL  RIZE 


genuine  full  cut  diamond.  ....  9&.A9 

8  Di.imond  Fleur  de  Lis  Scarf  Pin.  solid  goM. 

genuine  diamond . (84.00 

9  Ladies*  Diamond  Brooch,  Iheautifully  enamelecl 

on  solid  14k  gohl.  g  'nuine  diamond.  #5.00 

10  Solid  14k  Signet  King,  hand  carved  or 

plain . $5.00 

11  SolitI  14k  Gold,  Genuine  Di.imond.  Cigar 

Cnttrr.  valued  at  our  price  .  $5.00 

la  Solid  Gold,  14k  Cvenuine  IHamond  Tie  Clasp, 
retailed  at  i*  50,  our  price  ....  $9.00 
13  Genuine  Diimond  I>ragon  Scarf  Pin,  whole¬ 
sale  price  I7.00.  our  price  ....  $-1.50 


I  14  Crenuine  Diamond  W!sh)>one  5itick  Pin.  $9.75 
j  15  Handsome  Genuine  (full  cut)  Diamond  Locket, 
rose  finish . $19.00 

16  Solid  x4k  Gold  Brooch  and  Pendant  rows  of 

pearls,  hand  enameled,  only  .  .  .  $5.95 

17  Gentlemen's  latest  Stvie  Double  Vest  Chain, 

solid  14k  gold,  beautifully  made  .  $10.00 

18  Unusual  of^r — 1  i-4k  (Hire  white,  flawless  and 

faultless  Tiflany  Ring,  elsewhere  $140.00. 
our  price . $  1 00.00 

19  Genuine  Diamond  Misses'  Ring,  full  cut  stone, 

fancy  siting . $5.5$ 

ao  (fcntlemen's  latest  StyleWatch,  solid  14k  gold, 
heavy  case,  genuine  Waltham  .  .  $95.$0 
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VAST  OPPORTUNITIES 


Through  the  Open  Door  of  Tra^de 


Our  proposition  is  submitted  to  the  people  with  the  confidence  born  of  success 
already  attained  ;  of  greater,  unlimited  success  before  us.  We  have  gone  into  uncivil¬ 
ized  wilds  to  establish  a  great,  powerful  industry ;  a  great  monopoly  of  trade  with 
foreign  lands.  We  have  met  success  from  the  outset. 


We  Ask  You  to  Share  0\ir  Success 


We  aim  to  control  the  immense  output  of  raw  material  produced  in  tropical  America, 
mucn  as  the  Great  Hudson  Bay  Company  grew  to  control  the  trade  of  Canada ;  and 
in  addition  we  turn  these  raw  products  for  which  there  is  an  established  market  into 
finished  merchandise. 


We  own  and  operate  steamboats,  sailing  vessels,  shipyards,  saw-mills,  a  furni¬ 
ture  factory,  coffee  roasting  mills  (in  Chicago),  a  vast  mahogany  output,  a  box  factory, 
steel  plant,  iron  and  wood-working  shops,  cigar  and  tobacco  factory  and  other  in¬ 
dustries.  We  own  five  valuable  government  franchises. 


Every  Stockholder  SKscres  in  Vecst  Profits 

'I'he  stability  of  our  company  is  attested  by  the  standing  of  our  Directory,  and  upwards 
of  1500  judges,  ministers,  bankers,  physicians,  educators,  capitalists,  merchants  and 
others  who  have  backed  their  judgment  with  their  money. 

A  Ten  Per  Cent.  Dividend  Wols  Paid  the  First  Yeccr 


Every  day  increases  the  value  of  our  stock.  The  corporate  features  are  attractive 
to  the  small  investor.  A  new  idea — a  new  methc^ — the  twentieth  century 
plan  of  incorporation — which  is  a  thousand  years  in  advance  of  the  old  plan. 
Every  stockholder  is  a  factor  with  a  voice  in  the  management.  We  cannot  tell  you 
here  even  the  barest  outline  about  this  great  corporation  of,  and  for,  the  small 
investor ;  but  we  urge  you  to  investigate  the  validity  of  our  claims,  and  join  the 
staunch,  hard-headed  business  and  professional  men  who  are  reaping  the  fruits  of 
their  shrewd,  far-seeing  intelligence. 


SPEND  ONE  CENT  FOR  INFORMATION 


sit  down  now  and  write  a  postal  asking  for  our  prospectus.  It  tells  of  the  largest 
general  international  trading,  manufacturing,  transportation  and  distributing  company 
in  the  world,  and  all  else  you  may  wish  to  know,  ^'ou  may  invest  as  little  as  $10.00 
or  as  much  more  as  you  wish.  If  you  can  assure  yourself  of  its  value,  can  you  think 
of  a  better  Christmas  or  birthday  present  for  a  loved  one  ?  It  will  be  a  happy  reminder 
each  recurring  year  of  the  thoughtfulness  and  wisdom  of  the  giver.  The  minute  you 
devote  to  sending  -your  name  and  address  may  prove  the  most  profitable  in  your 
entire  life. 


TABASCO-CHIAPAS  TRADING 
and  TRANSPORTATION  COMPANY 

BRANCH  OFFICES: 

721  DREXEL  BUILDINQ,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 

a  H.  THOMAS  a  CO..  701  Law  Bids.,  Indianapolia,  lad. 

O.  H.  RICHTER.  Si  Plymyer  Bldg.,  ClKlnnati,  O. 

please  mention  Everybody’s  Ma^asine  when  you  write  to  adveititera, 


Main  Office,  U.  S.  A. 
1604  Title  &  Trust  Bldg„ 
too  Washington  Sk, 
Chicago. 
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£lectric 

Motors 


We  are  offerinK  this 
month  a  very  tine,  three 
pole  armature,  electric  motor 

for  $  ,95  ^mtage  is^nts 

motors  are  carefully  built 
and  will  run  at  high  speed 
on  one  cell  ol  battery.  Just 
the  thing  (or  driving  small 
models,  toys,  etc.  Every  boy  should  have  one.  New  catalog 
li-'.ing  electrical  supplies  and  novelties  ojf  all  kinds  sent  with 
caoh  order,  or  send  stamp  for  it.  Finished  parts  with  instruc¬ 
tions  lor  above  $  .75  (posuge  15  cents  extra.) 


L.  W.  GILLESPIE 


MA.iior\,  Ii\d. 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advertisers. 


$3,000.00  for  PHOTOGRAPHS 

Wt  have  placed  the  above  turn  at  the  diapoaal  of  Messrs.  Rudolf  Eicke- 
ineyer,  Jr.,  C.  Yamall  Abbott  and  William  B.  Dyer,  three  of  the  foremost 
photo|raphers,  to  be  awarded  for  the  best  photocraphs  made  with 

Bausch  Lomb  Lenses  and  Shutters 


The  awards  include  eleven  classes  of  subjects,  with  specisl  awards  tor 
Kodaks,  Poco,  Premo  snd  other  bsnd  esmeras  fitted  with  our  lenses,  snd 
for  professional  phototraphers. 

BOOKLET  OF  CLASSES  AND  AWARDS  FREE 

BAUSCH  <&  LOMB  OPTICAL  CO.,  Rochester.  N.  Y. 


tLlf^ctric  riasK-LieKl  darkest  places 

1 — ,1VTA-  II  IV.  X  tucvi  I  IV  CHEAT  DISTANCES 

Give.  GOOOBRILl.I.ANT  ELECTRIC  LIGHTS  of  average 

duraliork  before  reitewmg  b«(ter> 

.V)  htrrs  Of  oiif  of 

/^oodv.  Just  tourh  fho  Btttton. 
carried  intKcPorkvt  or 
•  kag  o(  GunPOWDIIR 

PobacrruL  SiLvrpRcrLccTOP  .^lioDRY  Battcpy 

uwUr.  a«r«Uwe.  PIu  .s*«ra  Lottor  Cewtar. 
OtiM.rt  Pl.vaxtens  Formwws 
•f  LeuncKos  end  .AutentwhiUs  OP  FOP.^^t  PLP- 

P«5t  wK*e*  *  Safe  LiCHT  U  r«^wip«s)  1K5TANTLY. 
ASTOfklftHINC  VAt.L'Cf  AH  pr*ctie«l  ertieUa 
Swnai  faw  faCC  heeklwl  o'lwiiu  (uli  diMrt|itiun  bestdek  tna<s\  J 
wonJrrfu!  A/acfrA-a/  ^ 

...av  JE;;-::.': 

JWSCR1BN£R^€  Tosawanda  MV 
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Upright  and  Desk  Top  Filing  CsibilietS 


The  fno«t  conrenlrnt  derlce  for  flllnir  ■nd  rlandfrlnc  rllppinc*.  illutratlon*, 
BMnuarriptK,  etc.  It  I*  the  acme  of  elmpnctt;  and  ivady  referenre  and  a  mimului 
to  tbe  boaj  man  by  reaaon  of  the  accuracy  and  facility  with  which  memoranda 
are  pmerred  and  referred  to. 

The  1  ard  Index  Kerum  frlres  a  raluable  croea  reference  to  your  library  or 
manuacrlpt  and  permlu  one  of  any  known  method  of  claialllcatton. 

A  Mental  Savings  Bank 

Klbert  Hubbard*  Th^  **  Rojrcrofters***  K.  Aurora*  N*  Y* 

**  1  think  thiftt  yoar  cabinet  hae  added  eereral  yean  to  my  earth  life  by  enabling 
me  to  find  the  thing  wltbout  wear  and  tear  on  my  temper  and  Tocabulary.** 

Goo.  H.  I>anlols«  Urn.  Passa  Acrnt*  N.  T*  C*  A  H*  U.  Ky*  Co* 

**1  find  them  IndUpennable  to  me  ia  my  work.” 

I>eik  Top  or  Pprlaht  Cablneta  fumUhed  In  all  iliea  and  stylos. 
Bpoelally  arranged  Cabinets  for  clergymen*  physicians  and 
other  professional  men. 

Prime  fT.M  and  npwarda  shipped  prepaid  on  approval.  Retom  at  our  expense 
If  not  satlafactory.  send  for  catalogue,  prlcee  and  Uteratore. 

THE  LIBRARY  FILING  CABINET  COaPANY.  IN  Washington  SL.  Chicago. 


Don*t  Buy  a  Gold  Platod 

I  ufirnu  Vrbieb  will  wear  off  in  Sor 


ffHivn  4  weeks  when  you  e«o  fet 
n  CrDUtne  •«  )  cw  (.Id  ailed  Watch 
atortS.4»._  A  guar«aim  la  beck  of 
^^•vfy  case.  Tbs  case  BtSsd  with  a  full 
American  modal  movemaoi. 
^^^ro*r<^»teed  perfect  In  STsry  respect 
Slf  yoa  want  a  watch  ssnd  for  this 
^  B  'ns  snd  bs  conaiDcad  Sand  yonr 
.  Rflgnsme  and  address  and  wa  will  saad 
CjHron  by  aiprau  for  esamlaaiioo  this 

KlfBQBmHE  GOLD  HUEO  WATCH 
■'WO.O.O.  t6.4H.  A  r4d  pussd 
;hRw  chain  and  charm  and  a  20*yaar  gmar- 
aotea  free  with  every  watch.  Mention 
sise  wanted,  Ladiaa*  or  Qanis*.  Addreas 
SM  Dcarbam  Bt.,  Uept.  11*  OHlOAdO 


r  .  Tor  It  coin  like  this 

Or  for  dimes  of  1894  M.M.**8'\or  fS  each 
for  certain  nickel  one,  three  or  five  cents,  or 
two  ci'ots.  Slid  from  $10  to  $1500  for  tltousands 
lof  rare  American  and  foreign  coias* stamps, and 
We  pav  cask,  and  for  15  years  main- 


*<iy>crsioiip*y.  .  — - - - . — 

aiiKMl  an  envlalile  reputation  for  square  dealing. 
h‘nd  two  stamps  for  large  4  |>age  circular. 

Suaslnuitttlc  Bmukg  Boatoiig  Maaa. 


The  Aiifomhlic 

SURE  HATCH. 

with  A  new  regulator  that 
ff^ly  regnlalea—  the  great* 
,est  improvement  In  10  years. 


Get  one  on  90  days  free  trial 
and  decide  for  yourself.  Large 
catalog  and  poultry  book  free. 

SCRI  HATCH  l&CB.  €0.* 
Clay  Csnier,  Neb., 


131  *"*'  •("■■e  T  hrMtrTratl..  For 

r  a  9  lO  oenta  we  .end  *  Complete  FUyt, 

aliH)  100  naite  Cuta^  of  Tbeatre  r.ooda.  ete. 


by  having  all  your  gown; 
boned  with 


DIAMONDS,  WATCHES 


r/i€  World's  Standard  Dress  Stiffening' 
All  dry  goods  dealers  sell  it 


ami  Silver  Ni*vcltlcs  at  factory  prices.  Writf*  t  .i 
illustrated  catal«>guc.  sent  free.  Money  rrfun<t'-t1 
If  purchase  is  ni4  satKfactory. 

MANHATTAN  DIAMOND  CO. 

I)cpt.  D,  37  Maiden  I.ane,  New  York. 


SPECIAI _ _  above 

*^>11(1  irold  rina.  with  two 
&t<me«,  any  c^or,  |l.oo. 


Theae  trade-mark  crisscross  lines  on  every  package. 

GLUTENdyUR  DYSPEPSIA. 

SPECIAL  OlABk^C  FLOUR. 
K.  C.  WHOLE^yCAT  FLOUR. 

Unlike  all  otL»  lms\  Ask  Grocers. 

For  baffle  ojXknapl\  write 

Farwell  &  Rhines.tutaltowr.N.Y.,l).SA 


WHAT  IS  SCHAPI  ROGRAPH? 

THK  DI'PLIt'.kTOR  that  cleanly  multicopies  an> 
thin^  w  ritten  w  ith  pen  and  typcwrritcr.  also  music,  drawing-. 

<>nc  original  gh-es  1^  copies  BLACK  ink  In  15  min- 
utes.  Avnidnl  stencil,  washing,  delays  and  expenNi\e 
supplies.  Price,  complete  cap-sUe  outfit.  La^tt 

f  mm  )C^«- 

Sent  on  &  dnya*  free  trlnl  without  deposit. 

The  B.  A.  SCHAPIRO-GKAPH  Cc>.,  365  Broadway,  New  Y-  rk 


This  ELEGANT  Watch  $3;!^ 


Drf»f«  jm  b«*  a  wateh  ewt  thli  Mt  aw4  Btad  W  wa  vt^ 

four  WMM  m4  wAdrMB.  awfl  *•  will  ••w4  y««  by  eg|>m» 

foretawlwMtewwbawAaowe  watch  AND 
CHAIN  ^c.  O,  D.  «3.T5.J^* 

IN  buntinf  mat  bMwHnilly  rat>wvM.  mb  vlwd  WM 
MgB  art,  Atwd  with  ricbWj  wvWd  wsowmvat  wwd 
QbA  ruuwatevd  a  BBm<t  tiBekniifT ;  with  fowf  OwM 
SVptawd  cb^n  fw  Ladtae  wr  vMt  rbala  fw  Ovwts. 
!jilf  vow  eowridwlt  ewwal  U  ai»y  BOl.B 

BB  FlUaRU  WATfM  Warranted  SO  YEARS 
^■T  My  tb«  vapTMa  BevwlfS  Bw4  it  U  y«wr«.  Owr 
to  yvwr  fwatwwwt  Mwt  with  aweb  watah.  Mawtton 
r  1*v«m  vMt  Oawtg' ar  Ladtaa*  ataa.  Addnas 

M.rARBRRACO.,B7l.  ttfrniMySl  .CHlCAttO. 


eq/\  A  WEEK  Straight  salary  and  expenses  to  men 
^ with  rig  to  introduce  our  Poultry  ITixture  in 
country :  year’s  contract ;  weekly  pay.  Address, 
with  stamp,  /Tonarch  /Tfg.  Co.,  Box  S44,  Sprlngfleld,  III. 


Up  to 
Dati  1902 
Catilogoe 


Agent’s  Outfit  Free _ "Bneeem* 

Nutmeg  Oraur^uly  perfect  grater.  Send 
I  for  Urge  eataleg  new  geoda.fAatMllera.tree. 
UICH  ARD80N  MEO.CU.Dcpt.  O  ,Balh.M.r 


Please  mention  Kverybody's  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advertiaert. 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


heads  the  list  of  useful,  pleasing  holiday  gifts. 
Reduces  the  lal)or  of  sweeping  95  per  cent., 
brightens  and  preserves  the  carpets,  confines 
all  the  dust  and  contributes  more  real  com¬ 
fort  to  the  housewife  than  any  other  article 
of  household  use.  Will  outlast  fifty  brooms. 

Ask  your  dealer  for  them.  Write  Dept.  M 
for  treatise,  "  I  lust  a  Carrier  of  Uiaease.” 

BISSEU.  CARPET  SWEEPER  CO.,  Cnuid  RapMs,  Mich. 
(Largest  Swtefer  Makers  in  ttu  If  'arid.) 


WARM  fSi  TOAST 

\1$  the  foot  shod  in  our 

Lamb's-wool-liDed 


Women's 

'fS  (black  in  color) 
off  flexible  leathei 
9  sole  and  heel. 

f  Men's  felt  sole 

and  heel. 

Worn  generally  bs 
elderly  pc^e,  invalid 
aiul  those  suffering  whl 
cold  feet.  EspecUU'; 
desirable  in  cases  of  gou 
and  rheumatism. 

Delivered  on  receij 
\  of  price.  State  siz 
/  and  width  you  usuall- 


Wood 
k  Sk  Co» 


UNION  SUITS 

cover  the  entire  body  like  an  additional  skin.  Fitting  like  a 
glove,  but  softly  and  without  pressure.  No  buttons 
down  the  front*  Made  for  men.  women  and  young 
people.  Most  convenient  to  put  on.  being  entered  at  the 
top  and  drawn  on  like  trousers.  With  no  other  kind  of  under¬ 
wear  can  ladies  obtain  such  perfect  fit  for  dresses,  or  wear 
comfortably  so  small  a  corset.  Made  in  great  Tarlety 
of  fabrics  and  weights. 

Sotd  bp  Sest  Dealtrs  Everywhere 

Send  for  Illustrated  Booklet 

ONEITA  MILLS,  Dept.  G.  I  Greene  Sireei,  New  York 


tl 


ONEITA 


APR 


25T 


1893 


PAT 


ONEITA  ELASTIC  RIBBED 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  write  to  adveitmera. 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


THEY  WILL  HOT  IHK  THE  FIHOERO. 

Sizes  3  4  S  (5  Falcon')  6  7 

Prices  $2.S0  $3.00  $3.50  $4.00  $4.50  $5.00 

Gold  Pens  In  all  varieties  of  points  to  suit  anv  hand.  Buy  them  through  any  reputable 
dealer,  or  direct,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  price.  Catalog  of  varledlines  on  truest. 


dealer,  or  direct,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of 

STERUHG  rOUHTAIH  PEH  OO., 


A  FLANGE  at  mouth 
of  holder  which  guards 
against  the  sweating  or 
slopping  over  of  ink  when 
pen  is  not  in  use. 


DAVIDSON  RUBBER  CO..  Pnpr’9,  1$  MILK  ST.  BOSTON,  MASS, 


SAVE  YOUR  EYES 

[  ■— ■  .==j|  HEADACHE,  AERl'OrSNESS,  BRAIN  FAG. 

. ..  _  Irritable  Temper  Caused  by  Eye  Strain 

]  are  prevalent  American  ailments,  especially  among  our  merchants, 

■  bankers,  financiers  and  those  who  constantly  use  their  eyes  by  close 

,  K  application  In  a  great  majority  of  cases  they  can  be  traced  to  eye 

strain.  We  too  often  submit  to  improper  treatment  at  the  hands  of 

I  '  inexperienced  oculists  and  family  physicians.  Nervous  l>reakdown  and 

permanently  impaired  eyesight  are  the  result  of  improper  treatment 
of  eye  strain  and  defects  ot  vision.  1  have  spent  over  as  years  in 
study  and  scientific  research  and  have  investigated  every  method  of 
treatment  of  eye  diseases  and  defects.  As  a  lesult  I  have  perfected 

,  5  the  MADISON  ABSORPTION  METHOD 

;  by  which  1  cure  the  above  diseases  and  defects  of  vision,  Granu* 

*  lAr  Lids.  Optic  Nerve  Diseases,  CaLtaracts,  Spots,  Scars 
and  other  eye  diseases  or  causes  of  blindness  without  knife,  pain, 

•  risk  or  inconvenience,  and  restore  the  eye  to  norn^  function. 

I  want  to  hear  from  those  who  have  been  disappointed 
by  repeated  failures  of  other  methods.  have  thousands 
I letters  I  rom  cured  patients. 

P.  O.  MADISON.  M,  D.  If-  FraMe,C)narga,  Ill.;  John  Stewart,  2614  Lexington  St.,  Mrs.  Geo.  A. 

Amcrlra’s  Master  Orallsi.  (tolfinan,  1166  W.  Tavlor  8c.,  E.  E.  Daw,  General  Yardmaatar  C.  B.  A  Q.  R.  R., 

eaiiia.  Chicago,  and  tboneands  Of  Others  Cured.  Write  them. 

I  STRAIGHTEN  CROSS-EYES.  No  knife,  pain  or  risk,  and  I  restore  lost  vision  by  a  method  known  and 
used  only  by  ms.  Snceesalul  in  upwards  ot  lU.UOO  casea  Miss  Alice  E.  Stenp,  Seeor,  ill.,  writes: 

Dear  Doctor: — Ipmttmeifou  vimld  bepleatct  to  hear  from  me  tn  regard  to  tl»eeoiulllionofmgegee,whtehgou»lralghte»ed 
in  1*02.  The  treatment  tea*  an  entire  snrocss,  os  my  eyre  kore  remained  perfectly  ttraightfor  the  post  ten  years.  /  eon  cheer- 
fully  recommendany  one  afflicled  teilh  cross  ryes  to  go  to  yon  to  have  theintlrighlened,  at  the  treatment  i*  to  quickly  givenmd 
fvithoutpaln,at  ym  do  not  ut*  the  kRffe,  wMcA  yon  know  kas  sack  a  terror /or  tAe  patfent. 

51 Y  UfJME  TREATMENT  Is  designed  for  those  who  cannot  come  to  my  olDce.  It  is  perfectly  harmless  and  so 
perfected  that  yon  can  treat  yourself  at  home.  It  has  been  aacoessfnl  in  cases  not  benefltted  by  other  treatments. 

COKKESPONDENCE.— If  it  is  not  convenient  for  you  to  call,  or  if  yon  live  outside  ofChioago,  write  me  a  full 
description  of  your  case  as  you  understand  it,  and  1  will  freely  answer  any  questions  you  may  wish  to  ask.  I  make  no 
charge  for  consultation  and  examination.  1  have  no  branch  oflloe  or  agents.  My  trMtment  may  be  imitated  but  not 
equalled.  It  is  not  known  or  tised  by  any  one  but  me. 

MY  LATEST  BOOK— “Diseases  of  the  Eye,  Their  Cure  Without  Surgery,"  is  KREE.  It  tells  you  what  you  want 
to  know  and  gives  testimonials  of  other  prominent  people  whom  I  have  cured  of  eye  diseases  and  defects  and  other  oauses 
ot  blindness.  Letters  in  any  language  promptly  answered. 

P.  C.  MADISON.  M.  D..  Suite  mm  80  De&rborn  St..  CHICAGO 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advertiser*. 


KostMothers^atch 

their  Bcibyis  d'wf 
during  the  iiimmer 
with^reat  ca?‘e,but 
^ha^  iH5  equally 
jmpor^ant  that  the 
little  ones  should  be 
fortified  aj^ainst  the 
tryiivT  winter  season 
]>y  TTourishin^  jg^od’ 


has  met  all  requir  weqty 
/or  three  yen  /ationy. 

liberals’  nple  free, 

HEK’".*  tlFSTlt 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


byhood 


the  standard  magazine  for  mothers,  established 
1884,  gives  the  best  advice  on  the  care  of  children. 
Eminent  physicians  write  for  it.  From  now  until 
December  21st,  on  receipt  of  the  subscription  price 
of  $1.00,  we  will  send  Babyhood  for  a  year,  and 
FREE,  postpaid,  any  one  of  the  following  articles  ; 


■  Solid  Silver  Child’s  Spoon. 

Sterling  Silver  Bonnet  Brush.' 

Sterling  Silver  Embroidery  Scissors. 

Solid  Silver  Sugar  Tongs. 

Solid  Silver  Napkin  Bing. 

Standard  Fever  Thermometer,  accuracy  guaranteed. 
"Success  in  Child  Training.”  Practical  experiences  of 
many  mothers.  Cloth,  gilt  top. 

•'  The  Healthy  Woman,”  by  Dr.  Wm.  E.  Deonard.  Prof- 
University,  of  Minnesota.  A  book  for  every  woman. 
“  Home  Occupations  for  Children."  Cloth,  gilt  top. 

“  Babyhood  is  just  what  is  needed.” — The  Outlook. 

“  Worth  its  weiglit  in  gold.” — Boston  Transcript. 

"  An  admirable  feature  of  Babyhood  from  the  mst  has  been 
competent  medical  direction.” — N.  Y.  Evening  Post. 

"  Has  more  common  sense  tp  the  page  than  -almost  any 
other  magazine  known  to  us.” — (Songregationalist. 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advertisers. 
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THE  < 

iIShoi^E.; 

/'‘"sJ"!"' 


Greatest  in  America 

The  greatest  through  train  service  in  America  is  operated  over  the  Lake 
Shore  &  Michigan  Southern  Railway,  and  is  between  the  cities  of  Chicago  and 
Cleveland,  Buffalo,  New  York  and  Boston. 

“  Everything  in  connection  with  the  Lake  Shore  is  the  best  in  every  sense 
of  the  word.  It  has  ever  been  prominent  in  this  respect,  and  never  did  it  stand 
forth  so  strongly  in  all  its  history  as  now.” 

For  “Book  of  Trains”  or  infoimation  about  travel  over  the  Lake  Shore 
Address  A.  J.  SMITH,  G.  P.  &  T.  A.,  Cleveland,  Ohio, 


“  A  delight  from  beginning  to  end.” 

A  WINTER 


ON  THE 


PAaFIC  COAST 


For  an  Eastern  person  there  is  noth¬ 
ing  quite  so  enjoyable  as  a  winter  on 
the  Paeific  Coast,  that  eountry  being 
delightful  during  the  winter  months 
from  Southern  California  to  Seattle. 
It  is  reaehed  best  from  the  east  by  the 

NEW  YORK  CENTRAL  LINES, 

whieh  fonn  a  part  of  all  the  great 
transcontinental  routes.  Any  New 
York  Central  ticket  agent  will  tell 
you  about  it. 

A  copy  of  No.  5  of  die  •*  Four-Track  Series,** 
**  America's  Winter  Resorts,**  will  be  sent  free,  post- 

Kid.  to  any  address,  on  receipt  of  a  postage  stamp, 
Geor^  H.  Daniels,  General  Passenf^er  Ai;ent, 
New  York  Central  &  Hudson  River  Railroad.  Gland 
Central  Station,  New  York. 


Coprri^t.  looa 
by  C.  &  A.  R>. 

ART  CALENDAR 

Fourgraceful  poses  from  life;  figures  ten  inches 
high,  reproduced  in  colors.  Highest  example 
of  lithographic  art. 

"THE  ONLY  WAY" 
to  own  one  of  these  beautilul  calendars  is 
to  send  twenty-five  cents,  with  name  of  publi¬ 
cation  in  which  you  read  this  advertisement, 
to  Geo.  J.  CHARLTON,General  Passenger  Age^t , 
Chicago  &  Alton  Railway,  328  Moiuulnock 
Building,  Chicago,  111. 

The  DM  railway  line  between  Chicago, 
St.  Louis,  Kansas  Citv  and  Peoria. 
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HAOUIDUIlt 


This  Eleg8Li\t  Dressing 


has  outstripped  all  rivals  and  stands  to-day  foremost 
among  hair  preparations  the  only  HAIR  HEALTH. 
Never  fails  to  restore  youthful  color  and  beauty  to 
gray  or  faded  hairs.  Feeds  the  roots,  heals  the  scalp, 
positively  removes  dandruff,  stops  hair  falling  and 
hastens  luxuriant  growth.  Is  not  greasy  or  sticky, 
not  a  dye,  will  not  stain  skin  or  linen. 

Satisfy  yourself  at  once  C  D  C 
Send  for  a  Sample  Bottle  T  Iv  Ct  Li 
Enclose  five  cents  to  cover  postage  and  on  receipt  we 
will  send  the  HAIR  HEALTH,  a  cake  of  HARFINA 
SOAP  (medicinal)  and  books  with  beautiful  en¬ 
gravings,  3  2  pages,  advising  best  treatment  for  Scalp, 
Hair,  Skin  and  Blood.  Address 

PHILO  HAY  SPECIALTIES  CO., 

Dept.  B.  229-231  Lafayette  SL,  Newark  N.  J. 


“IT  SAVESMANY  A  DAY” 

Many  a  dollar,  much  unnecessary  suffering 

TO  KNOW 

The  Relief,  Correction,  Upbuilding  from 

ORANGEINE 

(Powders) 

For  Fatigue.  Colds,  “Crip,”  Asthma,  Head¬ 
ache,  All  Pain,  Dyspepsia,  Biliousness, 
Neuralgia,  “Nerves,”  Indigestion,  “Half 
Sick,”  “Ciut  of  Sorts”  Condition.  ACTS 
WHILE  YOU  TAKE.  Permanently  benefits 
— Prevents  little  ills  from  becoming  serious. 

GREAT  TESTS: 

Mr.  A.  0.  SMITH,  Pmident  Saffolk  Hospital  and 
penaary,  4  Charter  St.,  Boeton,  after  three  yeare*  ane  of 
“Orangeine,”  writee:  “We  are  pleased  toeay  that  *Orange* 
ine*  has  so  fully  deihonetrated  ite  remedial  value  that 
oor  medical  etaff  prefer  ite  nee  toother  and  older  remedies. 
They  note  very  quick  reeulta  from  *Orangeine*  in  casee  of 
sudden  cold,  fever,  etc.” 

Brlf.  Gee.  Fielding,  oftheVoInnieere  of  AaeHen,  eaye: 

“'Orangeine’  much  for  our  eoldiere  and  ie  continually 
ueed  by  ue  to  offset  exposure,  diepel  colde,  headache  and 
fatigue.**  _  _ 

TRIAL  PACKAGE  FREE. 

Orangeine  le sold  by  druggiete  overywhere  in  25o.  BOc  and 
SLOUpackagee.  On  receipt  of^  )>oetage  we  will  maillOo  trial 
packagefree  with  full  directions, compoeition  and  deecrip- 
tion  of  its  wide  human  influence.  Aleo  **Club  Offer." 
ORANQEINE  CHEMICAL  CO..  15  MlchlfM  Ave.,  CUcM^  IlL 


I 

Peter  Moller’s  I 
Cod  Liver  Oil 

now  prepared  by  an  improved  process,  the 
result  of  years  of  scientific  investigation,  may 
be  confidently  relied  upon  as  being  of 


W101.1.EK  s  always  gives  satistactory 

results  because  of  its  perfect  digestibility 
and  the  fact  that  it  may  be  taken  continuously 
without  causing  gastric  disturbance. 

In  flat,  oval  bottles  only.  See  that  our  name 
appears  on  bottle  as  agents.  Explanatory  pamphlets 
mailed  FREE. 

Schieffelin  &  Co.,  New  York 


Vi^or 


'Bodjr  and  Cretin 


is  apportioned  by  Nature  to  every  man  and  woman  who  uses  the 
right  means  to  preserx  e  it— or  if  lost,  to  regain  it.  To  thousands 
of  now  healthy  and  happy  people  Tllrich’n  Life  Methed 
has  proved  the  means  or  Itestuwing  increased  vitality  —  purified 
blood  — normally  functioning  organs  —  free  and  el^tic  bodily 
movements —  lustrous  eyes  — clearness,  activity  and  strength  of 
brain.  The  **  Life  Methinl  ’*  is  In  complete  harmony  with  Nature's 
teachli^.  My  Vltwllxlng  Fend  with  each  course.  Write 
I'Mlay  ^r  literature. 

HE/fTty  X/LLHIC^ 

Phyjicat  Cultarijt  * 

57  STA.TE  ST7t£ET  CHICAGO 
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Absolute  Puritjr  and 
Free  _from  Disa^ree~ 
able  Taste  and  Odor 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


fflEIDEAi  SIGHTJ^ES^ 


RESTORES  THE  SIGHT 

WEAK  EYES  MADE 
STRONG. 

SPECTACLES  ARE  A 
NUISANCE,  NECES- 
SITY  ONLY  MAKES 
ONE  WEAR  THEM. 


SAVES  THE  EYES 

ALL  EYE  TROUBLES 
CURED  BY  USING 
RESTORER  ONE 
MINUTE  EACH  NIGHT 
BEFORE  RETIRING. 


PREVENTS  FAILING  SIGHT 

DULL  EYES  MADE 
BRIGHT.  Write  for 
TREATISE  ON  THE 
EYE,  Mailed  Free. 
THE  IDEALCOMPANY 
239  BROADWAY,  NEW  YORK. 


ireMw  M  Nm  iBytrftftlwn  el  *«  tMe 

Heronc,  Smith  A  Co. 

P.  O.  Oei  IBS*  MeeiMw  ••weef  P  O- 

NKW  VONK.  M.  V.  LOS  AMS 


BE  YOra  OWIf  C'llIROPOniST.  We  have  a  handsome 
ao  page  illustrated  booklet  on  *‘How  |i>  have  Health,  Shapely 

Feet/’  which  we  will  mail  to  any  address  for  a  3C  stamp.  Bunions 
CAN  be  cured,  llie  booklet  tells  you  how  to  do  it  in  your  own 
home  without  cuttin,'  and  without  the  slightest  inconvenience.  It 
also  tells  about  the  prevention  and  removal  of  corns,  ingrowing  toe 
nails  and  the  treatment  of  all  kinds  of  foot  troubles. 

FOOT  UKEDT  C0.»  Suite  522»  S9  Dearborn  St.*  Chicn^o, 


BUFFALO  HAIR  AND  SKIN  TONIC 

Absolatel.v  AMtlseotle 

Cures  dandiuff  and  all  types  of 
eczema.  Prevents  the  hair  from  fall* 
ing  out,  cleans  the  scalp  and  pro* 
duces  a  clean  and  healthy  condition 
of  tlie  head  whereby  the  hair  retains 
its  natural  color,  and  a  fine  healthy 
growth.  It  will  also  cure  eczema 
and  all  eruptions  of  the  skin,  it 

will  prevent  and  remove  wrinkles  and 
make  the  skin  soft  and  white.  Priceli.oo. 
Dispensed  and  WM.  J»  TRIPFf  M*D*  Specialist  on  Nervous 
prescribed  bv  R$|  Imsi  Aft..  Nt«  Ysrti  CHv.  and  ('hmnic  Diseases. 


MRS.  POTTER’S 

Walnut  Juice 


ALL  WOMEN 

Should  investigate  our  common-sense  home  treatment  for 
the  destruction  of  &ui>erflu(His  lair.  It  killM  by  abNorp* 
tl#M|  safe,  sure,  painless.  To  remove  hair  use  a  dissolver, 
(Mr.  better  yet,  use  a  razor.  Both  have  the  same  effect. 
Circular  and  full  information  mailed  free  on  application. 

MONOGKAM  CO.. 

103  Pearl  Street,  New  York. 


'Btindne^^ 


Mailed  to  your  address  on  receipt  of  $i.  Write  for  booklet. 

Mrs*  POTTER»188  Groton  Cincinnati,  Ohio 


inremRiBni 


For  Weak  Strained  Eyes,  Pain* 
ful  V<aion,and  Granulation 
It  it  Not  an  Appliance;  not  put 
into  the  eye;  la  abaorbed  by 
the  nervea  of  tha  eye. 

Do  not  wear  Glaaaes  until  you 
have  tried  this  Strengthener. 
Druggiata,  5octs.,orby  mail 
THE  JONSON  CHEMICAL 
CO.,  Colo.  Springs,  Colo. 


CrRKD  BEFORE  YOF  PAY 

,  rnmm  m  m  ^  m  A  1  send  tnv  asthmi  sufferer  a  bottle 

A  W  I  l-l  l|/|  A  of  LANE'S  ASTHMA  CUKE  FREE. 
/A  III  /f  1  /A  Ifh  cores  you.  send  me  $i:  if  h  does 

A.  m*  m  not.  don't.  Give  Espress office.  Address 


A.  V  ■  ■  ■  1  f  H  It  It  cures  you.  send  me  ;  if  it  do 

not.  don't.  Give  Express  ofRce.  Addre 

D.  J.  LANE,  BOX  E.,  8T.  MARY’H,  KANHA8. 


Prtveated  and  Pennaaenlly  Rrlirved 

By  the  l•peel  **.iellMe.**  an  Klettrical 
Pocket  ILittery  removes  Cataracts. 

Pteryifiums.  etc.  Relieves  i*ranulaie<l  Lids. 
Reeteree  Vlalem.  Will  give  p>sitive  proi>f  of  iiermanent  relief.  Ne 
t'MttlMC  Drugging.  i8  years*  success,  write  fur  our  Subpage 
IHitliMi.tiy  IWsrase:.  r  KKI’^  Address 

Vi:w  YORK  A  KLKUTKIO  ANN*N 

Uepi.  B  Rffg  Welnul  M.«  Kenwaa  t'lty*  Re. 


Bis-Kit 

ratktii  in  Bextt. 

The  only  poison  not  denger- 
ous  to  handle. 

Acts  quicklv,  no  mixing,  no  soil- 


everv  time.  Die  in  open  air  seek¬ 
ing  water.  Put  in  rat  holes,  linen 
closets,  etc  ,  without  soiling  any¬ 
thing.  Rats  and  mice  leave  choic¬ 
est  grain  and  food  for  it.  Why 
take  risk  of  mixing  poison? 

ASK  YOUR  DRUGGIST.  If  he  hasn't  h.  tend  us  w  cents 
for  one  full  size  box,  or  jo  cents  for  three  boxes,  postpaid. 

THE  RAT  BISC VIT  CO..  Dept.  O,  Springfield.  Ohio 


nease  mention  Everybody's  Magazine  when  you  write  to  aavntiaera. 
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^^W^Tiai^freeMui^etail^o^iobl^Remed^haMo^went^ear^Ta^^ 

made  wonderful  cures,  after  all  else  failed,  by 
reestablishing  the  CIRCULATION  of  Blood 
to  par  by  outward  application.  We  appeal 
to  those  weary  of  stomach-drugging  and 
threats  of  cruel  operations.  Our  remedy  has 
won  us  fourteen  Gold  Medals  for  Life-saving. 

241  Mt.  Morris  Bank  Building 
^  Mr.  &  Mrs.  GEO.  A.  CORWIN  New  York  City  J 


HISHOLINESS  POPE  LEO  XIII 
AWARDS  GOLD  MEDAL 

In  Recognition  ofScnelils  Recciv?cd  from 


VIN  MARIANI 


MARIANI  WINE  TONIC 

FOfiSMKSMA/Ar^/ia)  N£/IV£S 

Spscml  Oppsp  •  To  a//  w/to  wr/fe  us  men f ton¬ 
ing  i/ris paper,  we  sencf  a  6ook  containing  par- 
irat/s  ancf  encforsen7ents  of SMPPnoffS,  £m^£SS, 
Pn/nc£S,CAPO/MALS.  Apcna/snops,  ancf  ofAer  of/si/n- 
guisAecf personages. 

AfA/fMAf/  a  Co..  52  hissr/S^.^Sr.  AfstvYopn. 


POP  salpatau  onuGO/STs pyppywttpfip.  Avotosuesr/rurps.  bpwapp op/MtrAr/OMS. 
Pap/s-4/ Bouieydrof Hdussmann.  LOkOOff-SSPorti/nePSt.  ftontredi-87 StJatnesSt. 


|V|ERVOUSNESS 


Cured  by 

Winchester's  Specific  Pili. 


It  contains  no  Mercury,  Iron,  Cantharidas,  or  any  injurious  ingredient  whatever. 

This  pill  is  purely  yentable,  has  been  tested  and  prescribed  by  physicians,  and  has  proven  to  be  the  best,  safest  and  most  effective  treat¬ 
ment  known  to  medical  science  for  restoring  Nerve  Force  no  matter  how  originally  caused.  Our  remedies  are  the  best  of  their  kind,  and 
contain  only  the  best  and  purest  ingredients  that  money  can  buy  and  science  produce  :  therefore  we  cannot  offer  free  samples. 


Price,  ONE  DOLLAR  Per  Box. 
by  First-Class  Mail. 


No  Humbug  or  Treatment  Scheme. 


PFRSnMil  nPlllinil<S*  ^  yo^r  Hypophosphltes  of  Manganese  for  liver  and  kidney  complaints  in  my  own 

itnauSHL  uriniUNO.  person  and  received  much  benefit,  so  I  will  enclose  five  dolhrs  and  will  askyou  to  send  me  as  much  as  you  can 
to  express  prepaid  for  that  amount,  until  we  can  get  it  throui^h  the  regular  channels.  I  am  confident  it  is  just  what  I  have  bMn  in  search  of 
for  many  years.  1  am  prescribing  your  H ypophosphites  of  I.ime  and  Soda,  and  am  pleased  with  the  preparation.  Yours  sincerely, 

I  know  of  no  remedy  in  the  whole  Materia  Medica  equal  to  your  Specific  Pill  for  Nervous  Debility.— AooLrK  Bbhxe,  M*  D 'I't^eSor 
•f  Organic  Chemistry  and  Physiology,  New  York. 

Mto  to  to.  irMiis.  Winchester  &  Go.,  Chemists,  602  Beekman  Bldg.,  New  York. 

m  WEAI  LUNI  NSE  WINCHESTER’S  ITPOPHOSPHITES. 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magasine  when  you  write  to  advertisers. 
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HAVE  YOU  AllEND  ADDICTED  TD  INTEMPERANCE? 

Prove  Your  Friendship  by  Helping  Him  to  Overcome  the  Habit 

You  owe  it  to  any  acquainunce  who  U  cursed  by  the  drink  habit  to  help  him  overcome  it,  and  thus  regain  hit  richtful  place  in  business 
and  society.  You  can  best  do  tliis  by  persuading  him  to  try 

WILLIS’  HOME  REMEDY 

It  Makes  Men  Look  Like  Men.  Feel  Like  Men.  Act  Like  Men. 

To  prove  this  is  true,  I  will  send,  in  plain  wrapper,  a  bixe  treatment,  suScient  to 
test  its  wonderful  merit,  free  of  all  expense.  To  show  how  easily  it  acts  it  is  onb 
necessary  to  take  a  few  doses  at  home,  at  work,  anywhere.  A  wonderful  chance  will 
be  noticM  in  due  time,  llte  cravinc  for  all  intoxicanu  will  be  destroyed ;  the  nerves 
become  steady  :  the  appetite  for  food  will  return  ;  refreshinc  sleep  ensues.  Its  macic 
influence  quickly  drives  alcoholic  poison  from  the  system. 

I  have  thousands  of  (rateful  letters  from  those  who  have  been  cured  by  my  Home  Cure,  and  will  send 
you  some  of  these  letters  if  you  desire  to  read  them.  Reateaibcr  I  waal  !•  rare  the  wwrai 
ranrit,  especially  those  who  have  been  deceived  by  worthless  remedies.  If  your  friend  is  the  worst 
case  in  the  community,  I  am  more  anxious  than  ever  to  cure  him.  I  don't  want  one  cent  of  money  until 
I  prove  to  your  entire  satisfaction  that  my  Home  Cure  is  a  cenuine  boon  to  those  who  need  it.  Can  any 
offer  be  fairer?  Write  to.4lay  for  free  treatment  to 

PARKER  WILLIS.  329  Pike  Bldg..  Cincinnati.  O. 


FREE 

A  uapit  ItmI- 
■Mt  tMl  flM 
M  ncMtf. 


W«  never  ate  drags,  obesHy  UMets  or 
pills  of  any  kind  to  redace  fat  at  they  teeak- 
en  the  system  and  otten  caate  death. 


We  reduce  the  flesh  wlthont  nay  dlaomnfort  to  the  wearer.  uuesityUvlisuMHltnadvant- 
aaeby  corpulent  people,  both  ladles  and  senUemen,  to  reduce  oorpuleneyr  and  give  shape 
to  a  ^ndulous  or  relaxed  abdomen.  The  use  of  tbeee  belts  reduces  your  site  and  leaves 
no  mom  for  surplus  fat  to  accumulate;  also  afves  absolute  safety  from  Navel  Rupture; 
relieves  tbe  dramne  sensation  peculiar  to  a  pendulous  abdomen  and  Improves  theshape. 
We  will  sendtbe  belt  to  any  part  of  tbe  United  States  or  Canada,  npedal  Price. 
gS.SO.  Send  measure  around  tbe  largest  part  of  abdomen  when  ordering  belt. 

Gonfortabla  belts  lada  to  order  to  bo  isod  after  iiy  oporatioi. 

We  also  make  belts  invaluable  to  prospective  mothers- 

Those  interested  In  the  subyect  call  or  write  and  get  an  Illustrated  book— FREE. 

I  We  lilnnarnotnre  Trussea  for  all  Canes  of  Rupture. 

A  IMPROVED  ELASTIC  TRUSS  COMPANY. 

I\  768  BROADWAY.  MEW  YORK. 

I  (Two  doom  below  Watismsker’s,  near  Nlntb  Streets 

I  LadiM  in  Attsndanes  lor  Lidhs.  Examlnatien  Froo.  CIOMd  Sundays. 


OBESITY 

BELT. 


THE  BEST  OF  ALL  AND  | 

For  over  sixty  years  Mrs.  Winslow’s  S 
Soothing  Syrup  has  been  used  by  mothers  J 
for  their  children  while  teething.  Are  you  £ 
disturbed  at  night  and  broken  of  your  rest  S 
by  a  sick  child  suffering  and  crying  with  9 
pain  of  Cutting  Teeth  ?  If  so,  send  at  once  ? 
and  get  a  bottle  of  “  Mrs.  Winslow's  Sooth*  S 
ing  Syrup"  for  Children  Teething.  Its  S 
value  is  incalculable.  It  will  relieve  the  ? 
poor  little  sufferer  immediately.  Depend  S 
upon  it,  mothers,  there  is  no  mistake  » 
about  it.  It  cures  diarrhoea,  regulates  the  w 
Stomach  and  Bowels,  cures  Wind  Colic,  S 
softens  the  Gums,  reduces  Inflammation,  $ 
and  gives  tone  and  energy  to  the  whole 
system.  “  Mrs.  Winslow’s  Soothing  Syrup"  S 
for  children  teething  is  pleasant  to  the  taste  ^ 
and  is  the  prescription  of  one  of  the  oldest  9 
and  best  female  physicians  and  nurses  in  £ 
tbe  United  States,  and  is  for  sale  by  all  S 
druggists  throughout  tbe  world.  Price,  9 
twenty-five  cents  a  bottle.  Be  sure  and  ask  S 
for  ••  Mrs.  Winslow’s  Soothing  Syrup."  S 


Our  MaKnetIc  Foot  Batteries  are  real 
blood  circulators.  They  Magnetize  the  iron 
in  the  blood  and  set  up  a  rapid  circulation 
in  the  feet  and  limbs,  producing  a  warm, 
genial  glow,  and  preventing  the  loss  of  vi¬ 
tality  by  insulating  the  body  from  the  damp, 
(Xild  earth.  They  defy  Rheumatism,  aches 
and  pains  in  the  feet  and  limbs,  chilblains, 
cramps,  sore  and  tender  feet,  and  cause  a 
pleasant,  agreeable  feeling  of  life  and  vigor 
equal  to  the  days  of  youth.  More  people 
become  sick  and  die  every  year  as  a  result 
of  cold,  damp  feet  than  from  any  other  cause. 
You  can  have 

WARM  FEET  ALL  THE  TIME 

by  wearini^hca  iniolct,  gi.ooa  pair  or  three  pair  for  ti.oo 
by  mail.  They  are  thin  and  can  be  worn  in  any  shoe. 

They  do  not  loxe  their  power. 

Give  sixe  of  shoe  with  your  order.  5tend  for  our  new  book 
diicloxing  the  wonders  of  Magnetism,  free  to  any  address. 

THE  TEACHES  MAGHZnC  SHIELD  CO., 

1403  Masoalc  Temple,  Ckfeago,  Dls. 


BeaM  mention  Everybody's  Magazine  when  yon  write  to  advertaefs. 


BUNIONS 


and  ENLARGED  JOINTS 
rrliev'(;d  and  cured  by 

•POND’S  TOE  SPRING ’ 


The  Improved  Instep  Arch  Supporter 

FOR.  “FLAT  FOOT" 

Address  me  for  all  fi>K  ai'mvnts 

M.ACHFELDT.^I  W.24th  St..  N.  Y..Suile2Q 
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Spinal  Deformities 

85  per  cent,  cheaper  than  the  old  methods.  100  per  cent,  better.  Weighs 
ounces  where  others  weigh  pounds.  For  men.  women  and  children;  none  too 
young,  none  too  old  to  be  relieved.  We  offer  the  only  Scientific  AppUance  ever 
invented  for  the  relief  and  cure  of  this  unsightly  condition ;  cured  the  inventor, 
M  Mr.  P.  B.  Sheldon,  of  curvature  of  the  spine  of  thirty  years’  standing. 

■  Throw  mway  tho  cumbersome  mad  cottly  pUuUr-ot’ Paris  aad  sole  •  leather 
a  lacketa.  Our  appliance  is  light  in  weight,  durable  and  conforms  to  the  body  as 

■  not  to  evidence  that  a  support  is  worn.  It  is  constructed  on  strictly  scientific  an- 
P  atomical  principles,  and  is  truly  a  godsend  to  all  sufferers  from  spinal  troubles, 
I  male  or  female.  SVe  also  make  scientific  Appliances  for  protruding  abdomen, 

I  weak  back,  stooping  shoulders.  Send  for  free  booklet  and  letters  from  phy- 
I  sicians,  physical  instructors  and  those  who  know  fnim  experience  of  our  wonder- 
I  ful  appliances.  Satisfaction  guaranteed.  Write  to-day  for  measurement 

blank.  Don't  wait.  Weslkyvillf,  Pa. 

11  am  permanently  cured  of  a  weak  and  deformed  spine  by  the  use  of  the  Philo  Burt 
Company’s  appliance.  Previous  to  procuring  the  appliance  I  «as  unable  to  stand  on  my 
feet;  after  weariiw  it  for  six  weeks  I  could  walk  with  crutches.  To,day  1  can  do  as  much 
work  as  any  able-bodied  man.  I  cannot  say  too  much  for  your  appliances,  they  are  so  l«ht 
and  comfortable  and  can  be  removed  so  easily.  (i  KO.  LIST, 

■r.  List  writes  slHirr  sflrr  ris  yrwrs*  rsyertewr*,  ISe  latter  twa  lie  kaa  wars  aa  mayaart  ar  braee  whateear. 

PHILO  BURT  MFG.  CO.  31  Twelfth  $t..  JAM ESTOWN  N.Y. 


D.  D.  RICHARDSON,  M,  D, 

SPECIALIST 


CURED 

Without  riedicine 


The  methods  which 
I  apply  in  the  treat- 
HH  ment  of  Varicocele 
and  associated  dis- 
eases  have  long  been 
approved  by  the  ex- 
tent  of  my  practice 
and  by  my  phenom- 
enal  success.  Over- 
whelming  voluntary 
testimony  is  offered 
by  my  former  pa- 
tients  in  every  part 
of  the  United  States. 
My  methods  result 
in  the  reestablishment  of  perfect  heath.  They 
do  not  involve  loss  of  more  than  a  few  days’ 
time  from  business.  My  terms  are  eminently 
reasonable.  I  will  be  pleased 
to  send  copies  of  my  writings 
to  any  gentleman  who  will 
write  me  a  full  account  of  his 
case.  Ten  cents  to  cover 
postage  should  be  enclosed.  D.  D.  Richardson, 
M.  D.,  Suite  1),  126  Michigan  Ave.  Chicago. 


Magic  Foot  Drafts  will  be  sent  to  every 
sufferer  in  America  FREE  on 
approval.  Try  Them. 

Send  no  money — wc  only  ask  your  name  — 
and  we  will  send  you,  prepaid,  a  pair  of  the 
celebrated  Magic  Foot  Drafts,  which  have  cured 
thousands  of  the  most  unfortunate  rheumatic 
sufferers  in  the  world.  If  you  are  satisfied  with 
the  relief  they  give  you  then  send  us  one  dollar. 
If  not,  don’t  send  us  a  cent.  We  know  there’s 
comfort  and  happiness  in  every  pair,  and  we 
want  you  to  have  them;  that’s  why  wc  are  willing 
to  take  our  pay  after  the  work  is  done. 


DOHOT  WUR  A 
SUSPENSORY 


The  drafts  are  wem  on  the  soles  of  the  feet 
because  the  circulatory  and  nervous  systems  arc 
most  easily  reached  at  this  point,  but  they  cure 
rheumatism  in  every  part  of  the  body  by  drawing 
out  the  poistm  from  the  system.  A  booklet  is 
sent  free  with  the  drafts — all  without  a  cent 
in  advance.  Write  to-day  to  Magic  Foot  Draft 
Co.,  1281  Oliver  Building,  Jackson,  Mich. 


RED  CLOVER. 


known  to  Quaken  many  years  as  a 
remedial  ageal,  lias,  by  Yankee  push, 
come  to  the  front  as  tlie  best  reaaedy 
known  (or  ('aarer.  Salt  Kheaai, 
Uheaaialiiiai,  Hlaad  Paiwaa,  etc. 
We  manufacture  Flald  and  Salid  Ex- 
Inarta  from  the  Blaaweais.  Send 
for  circubr  containing  full  information. 


45a  later  ^eaa, 


Pleaie  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advertlsen. 
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Found 
AT  LAST 

The  New  Philosophy  of 
STOHACH  TROUBLES 

I  AM  in  possession  of  a  scicntilic  method  of  treatment  for 
stomach  tiouh’e,  abdominal  diseases  and  reSex  nerv¬ 
ous  conditions  without  the  use  of  opiates,  pepsin, 
cathartics  or  such  medidnrs.  My  method  is  not  a  theory 
nor  a  physical  culture  fad,  but  is  strictly  medical  treatment 
based  on  scientific  knowledge,  research  and  experience — an 
absolute,  accurate  discovery — the  New  Philoso^y  of  Stom¬ 
ach  Troubles.  I  claim  to  nave  the  one  methoa  that  will  do 
the  work,  and  my  best  recommendation  b  that  I  am  suc¬ 
cessful  in  curing  my  patients.  Whatever  your  complaint 
may  Iw,  chronic  constipation,  indigestion,  dyspepsia,  mal¬ 
nutrition,  heacUches,  nervousness,  mental  despondency, 
sleeplessness,  difficulty  of  breathing,  deficient  blood  circula- 
tion,  etc.,  place  yourself  in  my  care.  Nine-tenths  of  all  dis¬ 
eases  are  caused  by  the  imperfect  working  of  the  digestive 
mtem.  My  specialty  is  the  permanent  curing  of  these 
derangements  and  I  have  so  thoroughly  mastered  these 
timbles  that  I  can  treat  patients  by  correspondence  at  any 
distaiKe  with  surprising  success. 

Write  me  to-day  regarding  your  case,  and  I  will  furnish 
a  long  list  of  references  of  such  patients  as  ministers,  pro- 
fessioiul  men  and  women  and  prominent  business  people, 
who  have  used  my  treatment  with  satisfactory  results. 

I  particularlv  want  to  hear  from  men  and  women  who 
have  become  discouraged  because  of  the  repeated  trials  and 
failures  of  other  methods  to  effect  permanent  cures  fur 
them.  Address  me  confidentially. 

DR.  A.  H.  SWINBURNE 

Dept  E.  St  CUir  Bldg.  MARIETTA  OHIO 


This  is  not  n.  F niry  Story 

If  your  hair  is  dry,  harsh  and  brittle ;  b  uneven ; 
b  splitting  or  falling  out;  b  varied  in  color  and 
lustreless,  try  for  awhile  Seven  Sutherland 
Sisters  Scalp  Cleaner  and  Hair  Grower.  I'lte 
results  will  be  astonishingly  gratifying. 

The  “Scalp  Cleaner*’  b  a  fine  powder 
which,  when  dissolved  in  warm  water,  makes  a 
delightful  creamy  lathering  fluid  that  cleanses  the 
hair  thoroughly  and  removes  dandruff  and  all  other 
hindrances  to  healthy  hair  growth. 

The  **  Hair  Grower  *’  b  a  soothing,  health- 
giving  tonic  that  renews  life  and  vigor  to  non- 
growing  hair;  that  makes  and  keeps  the  hair  soft 
and  lustrou.s,  and  that  positively  biings  foilh  new 
hair  where  a  particle  of  life  exists  in  the  hair  loots. 

By  the  faithful  use  of*  these  piepaiations,  piema- 
ture  gray  hairs,  lialdness,  dandruff  and  miciobes 
cannot  exist.  They  contain  nothing  but  what  is 
beneficial  to  the  hair  and  scalp.  For  neatly  a 
S  quarter  century  the  Seven  Sutherland 
■  Sisters  Scalp  Cleaner  and  Hair  Grower  have 
I  been  considered  the  standard  of  hair  prepaia- 
r  tions.  They  are  sold  by  nearly  all  dealers  in  all 

sections  of  the  U.  S.  Should  your  dealer  be  tem¬ 
porarily  out  of  stock,  address  Seven  Sutherland 
Sisters,  i8  Desbrosses  Street,  New  York  City,  and 
we  will  see  that  you  are  supplied. 

Unce  more  let  us  remind  you 

It’s  the  Hair-  not  the  Hat 

That  makes  a  woman  attractive 


Beautiful 


By  the  use  of  my  Sdentmc 
Treatment,  em^ally  pre¬ 
pared  for  each  Individual 
Case. 


1  suffered  for  years  with  a  humiliating 
growth  of  hair  on  my  face  and  tried  many 
remedies  without  success,  but  I  ultimately 
discovered  a  secret  for  the  removal  of  hair, 
and  for  more  than  seven  years  have  been 
applying  my  treatment  to  others,  thereby 
rendering  happiness  to  and  gaining  thanks 
of  thousands  of  ladies. 

I  assert  and  will  prove  to  you  that  my 
treatment  will  destroy  the  follicle  and  re¬ 
move  the  hair.  No  trace  is  left  on  the  skin 
after  using,  and  the  treatment  can  be 
applied  by  yourself  in  your  own  chamber. 

If  you  are  troubled,  write  to  me  for  fur¬ 
ther  information,  and  I  shall  convnnce  you 
of  all  I  claim.  I  will  give  prompt  personal 
attention  to  your  letter.  Address 


HELEN  DOUGLAS. 

35  West  21at  Street.  New  York  City. 


neaae  mention  Everjrbody’s  Magniine  when  yon  write  to  advertben. 
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Buffalo  Lithia 
Water 

**The  Most  Effective  of  the  Natural  Medicinal  Waters’* 
and  ’’Strikingly  Superior  to  Lithia  Tablets”  in 
Bright’s  Disease,  Albuminuria,  Renal 
'  Calculi,  Gout,  Rheumatism,  Etc. 

Dr.  I.  N.  Love,  New  York  City,  former  Professor  of  Clinical  Medicine  and  Diseases  of  Children, 
College  of  Physicians  and  Surgeons  and  in  Marion  Sims  College  of  Medicine,  St.  Louis,  Vice-  f^esi- 
dent  of  American  Afedic-it  Association,  /Sgj,  etc.,  in  an  article  in  Medicat  Mirror  February,  1901, 
says:  “While  being  the  most  effective  of  the  natural  mineral  waters,  it  is  strikingly  superior 
to  emergency  solutions  of  lithia  tablets  and  pure  water,  even  where  the  said  solution  is  an 
exceedingly  strong  one.” 

Dr.  Alexander  B.  Mott,  New  York,  Professor  Surgery,  Bettevue  Hospital  Medical  College, 
.Surgeon  Bettevue  Hospitat:  “In  the  Gouty  Diathesis,  Chronic  Inflammation  of  the  Bladder,  and  other 
diseases  affecting  the  Urinary  Organs,  it  may  be  relied  on  to  give  the  most  satisfactory  results.” 

The  Late  Prof.  W.  B.  Towles,  M.  D.,  of  the  University  of  Virginia,h&A  “no  hesitancy  what¬ 
ever  in  saying  that  for  Stone  in  the  Bladder  *  *  I  know  of  no  remedy  at  all  comparable  to  it.” 

^  «  milM  lAfarrro  general  drug  and  mineral  water  trade.  Testi- 

DvkFAUI  Isl’lffllA  WMKJC  monials  which  defy  all  imputation  or  question  sent  to  any  address. 

PROPRIETOR  BUFFALO  LITHIA  SPRINGS,  Virginia. 


HAVE  YOU  CURVATURE 
OF  THE  SPINE? 


The  Blomqvist  system  gives  the  proper  treatment  for  this 
deformity.  No  need  of  children  or  grown  people  going 
through  life  under  a  burden  of  deformity  when  our  treat- 
ment  will  make  them  strong, 
straight,  and  of  robust  health. 
Irregularities  in  the  outlines 
of  the  body  corrected, 
shrunken  and  undeveloped 
limbs  made  plump  and 
healthy. 


WcKe- 

MOVC 

Wrii- 

kics. 


THE  BLOMQVIST  SYSTEM 
OF  PHYSICAL  EXERCISES 


Cives  the  only  true  and  scien- 
tific  physical  treatment  for 
'  bodily  deformities,  nervous 
exhaustion,  and  muscular 
*■  devel^ment,  in  existence. 

There  are  over  two  thousand  dinerent  movements,  each 
for  a  separate  purpose,  in  the  Blomqvist  system.  Kachdis- 
easc  or  deformity  is  (iven  a  specific  set  of  movements. 
Other  systems  boast  of  twenty-five  separate  movements  only. 
If  you  lave  liver  trouble,  dyspepsia,  or  in-^— — 
somnia,  or  are  threatened  with  lunx  dis-|  I 

ease,  nervous  prostration,  or  if  you  want  a  I  I 

stronc,  healthy,  well-developed  body,  write  I  wwy  .  I 
us.  Any  muscle  developed  to  any  size.  I  I 

Strongest  testimonials  fumuhed  from  \f  ^1 

United  States  Senators,  Physicians  and  11  ,  <j|  1 U  |l 
peo^e  of  the  hvhest  social  ranV.  A  trial  of  I  wpS/M  ■ 
the  Blomqvist  System  will  convince  you.  g  ■  V 
Consult  your  physician. 

Individual  treatment  by  mail  only.  Full 


Canc«r  or  Tumor  Cured 

WHh  Soothing  Oilo-Aboorgtion  MoUm 

Home  treatment  In  most  cases. 

Bo  cutttnc  or  bumlno  plasters. 
Illustrated  book  sent  on  reqaest. 


inoivKiuai  ireaimeni  oy  mail  only,  ruii  ^ _ - 

information  and  endorsements  sent  free.  '-"Py"*".  tw* 
Write  to-day. 

Ri  nivinviQT  aymnaotic  and 


ilnstrated  book  sent  on  reqnest. 

BENJ.  F.  BYE,  M.  D. 
Indianapolis,  Ind. 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Msusiine  when  yon  write  to  sdvertlseri. 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


it  the  one  estentUil  to 
a  perfect  complezion. 

It  It  not  grtiLuy  bnt  it 
the  natnral  tonic  food 
for  the  thin.  Milk 
Wkkd  Cbbaic  firet 
that  delizhtfal  and 
health;  brillianc;  to 
the  akin  becante  it 
feeda,  ttimnlates  and 
nonrithea  the  glands 
and  tlaanea. 

Il  removn  tmu^fncUti, 
featitre  mnd  mil  tkiu  diu 
Mmrfmrutt  kjr  timplf  mmkiui  Ikt  skim  krmltkr.  Tor  proof 
of  the  popnlarity  and  efficacrof  Milk  WebdCmeaii, 
we  can  refer  yon  to  the  toilet  tables  of  the  most  bean- 
tifnl  women  in  America.  There  is  beant;  ineyery  jar. 

ImprOTen  Bad  Complexions. 

PrenerTes  Good  Complexions. 

Price.  50  cents  a  jar  at  dmggista  or  by  mail  prepaid. 

FREE — Sand  a  ttamp  fee  a  ganaroua  tampla  and 
"The  Education  of  Edith." 

nnri  F.  mm  » ca.  47  Tntl  street.  Detroit,  Mien. 


REMEDY  FOR 


INTEMPERANCE 

PACKAGE  SENT  FREE 


!  We  claim  that  any  woman  can  cure  her  hualmnd,  bon  or  brother  of  drink 
habh  placing  this  remedy  in  hi«  coffee,  tea  or  food  witliout  hU  knonledgr. 
as  the  remedy  is  entirely  odorless  and  tasteless,  that  any  woman  can  w4>c 
out  this  fearful  evil  as  did  Mrs.  R.  L.  Townsend.  Bot  13.  Swarta.  La.  For 
years  she  prayed  to  her  husband  to  quh  his  intemperate  habits,  but  Anally 
lound  that  it  was  impossil4e  for  him  to  do  so  with  his  own  free  will  Hearing 
I  of  this  remarkaUe  remedy  she  determined  to  try  H.  She  reported  that  in  a 
short  time  he  gave  uphK  intemperate  habits— having  lost  his  desire  for  such 
I  a  life.  It  is  surely  a  wonderful  discovery  that  relieves  a  man  without  his 
I  knowledj^  or  Intention.  Mrs.  Townsenda  word  of  gratitude  is  only  one  of 
I  the  thousands  in  our  possession.  Any  one  who  will  send  us  their  name  and 
I  address.  wUl  receive  by  mail,  sealed  In  plain  wrapper,  a  free  Mckage  of  this 
j  wonderful  remedy  witn  full  instmctlons.  It  will  cost  you  nothing  to  try  it. 


MILO  DRUG  CO. 


«l  MILO  BLDG. 


ST.  LOUIS.  MO. 


COSTS  YOU  TEN  CENTS 

To  fill  out  thU  Coupon 

The  prettiest  women  are  the  very  women 
who  take  the  best  care  of  their  complexions. 
If  you  would  keep  away  lines  and  wrinkles,  use 

Mme.  Le  Fevre’s 
VELVO 

/  a  mar\'ellous  skin  food 

that  nourishes  the  cells 
and  strengthens  the  tis- 
T  '  I  sues.  It’s  a  soft,  snow- 

/  y  7^  white  cream  —  luxurious 

y  j~  and  dainty.  If  you  will 

your  daily  mas- 
\  sage  you  will  be  more 

^  than  delighted  at  your 

v,\  long-continued  youthful 

appearance.  Si.oo  and 
$2.00  a  jar,  carriage  paid. 

A  FREE  OFFER  OF  VELVO 

To  demonstrate  the  merits  of  Velvo.  I  will  send  a 
35-cent  trial  jar  to  any  lady  filling  up  this  coupon  and 
sending  it  to  me  with  lo  cents  in  either  stamps  or  coin. 


MADAME  JOSEPHIKE  LE  FEVEE 
1308  Cbeitsnt  Street,  PhUadelpbiB,  Fa. 

A  complete  line  of  my  goods  for  sale  in  John  Wana- 
k  maker's  New  York  and  Philadelphia  stores.  , 
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The  “Baby  Blanche” 
Dollar  Doll 

The  WANAMAKER  holiday  stock  of  dolls  is  here,  full  and 
complete.  Preparations  have  been  making  for  months,  and 
now  the  results  are  evident — thousands  upon  thousands  of 
beautiful  dolls  from  the  Thiiringerwald  in  Germany. 

In  variety,  we  have  over  three  hundred  dis- 
,  ■  tinct  styles  and  sizes  of  dolls;  and  we  ordered 

of  one  number  alone  a  thousand  dozens — 
twelve  thousand  dolls-  a  vast  army  in  itself, 
to  say  nothing  of  the  hundreds  of  other  kinds. 
This  is  our  famous  “Baby  Blanche”  doll  at  a 
I  dollar — the  unmatched  marvel  of  the  trade. 

•  ’  ■  ,  !  As  the  illustration — photographed  from  the 

ii  -L  '  )  doll  itself— shows,  it  has  a  beautiful  face,  rich 

1  '  hair,  and  is  finely  made  and  fully  jointed. 

,  :/  y  “Baby  Blanche”  has  lovely  blue  eyes,  red 

gL-  cheeks,  and  is  21*/^  inches  tall. 

Then  she  has  older,  larger  sisters,  at  $1.50, 
9  $3  and  $4. 

I\  a  ^  T  There  are  larger  dolls,  too,  for  a  dollar — 23J4 

)'%  r  •  inches  tall ;  not  quite  as  pretty  as  “  Baby 

r  Blanche,”  but  admired  by  many  little  girls  on 

",  '  ‘  t  account  of  their  greater  size. 

There  is  a  vast  collection  of  Dressed  Dolls, 
~  '  1*^  ^11  sorts  of  costumes,  from  25c  upwards. 

The  collection  in  our  New  York  and  Philadel- 
I  phia  stores  is  unequaled  elsewhere  in  America. 

M||  vjjjf  Our  Christmas  catalogue,  mailed  on  request, 

gives  fuller  details  about  Dolls;  also  of  the 
superb  showing  of  Toys  and  Games  that  our 
Toy  store  holds,  as  well  as  the  thousand-and-one 
^  I  other  things  that  are  particularly  suited  for 
^  Christmas  giving. 


Price,  $1 


JOHN  WANAMAKER,  NEW  YORK 
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Some  Holiday  Handkerchiefs 

A  doien  or  half-dozen  Handkerchiefs  make  a  fine  gift  in  themselves.  It  is  also  a  pretty  idea  to  give  the  perfume  of  a 
dower  to  a  Christmas  f^t  by  dropping  a  perfumed  Handkerchief  in  with  the  larger  gift. 

Nos.  no,  iiz,  113  and  114,  shown  above,  will  he  sent  by  mail  postpaid  at  50c  each.  Nos.i6and  17  at  15c  each. 

A  very  complete  catalogue  of  Handkerchiefs  and  Gloves  will  be  sent  upon  request. 

JOHN  WANAMAKER,  New  York 
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MEN’S  Overcoats 

Made  in  the  smart  new  style,  of  absolutely  pure  wool,  black  of  Oxford 
mixed  frieze — a  material  that  will  not  wear  “  shiny,”  and  which,  with 
care,  should  give  two  years  erf  best  service. 

The  shoulder  and  sleeve-linings  are  black  satin,  and  body-lining  of 
striped  cassimere. 


Alt  Sizes 


$12 


Black  or  Oxford 
riixture 

$12 


The  most  stylish,  best  looking,  most  serviceable  overcoat  you  ever  saw 
for  $12. 

Send  for  samples  of  the  cloth,  if  you  wish  to  examine  it  before  ordering 
— also  self-measuring  blank,  if  you  are  in  doubt  about  your  size. 

JOHN  WANAHAKER,  NEW  YORK 
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I  stock  of  Men’s  Neckwear.  Order  by  number  given 
1  in  cut,  stating  color  desired.  Each  necktie  is  put  up 
B  in  attractive  Christmas  box.  MM 

H  No,  1— •’Me,  Ties  in  new  long  four-in-hand  knot.  In  phin 
|B  blue,  black,  maroon,  white.  Also  in  black,  blue,  n»rix)n,  BU 

H  Kray  or  dark  green  w  ith  white  or  contrasting  colored  figures. 

B  No.  ft— Anrot,  SOr.  In  plain  black,, white,  blue,  ma^n  and 
white  or  black,  self-ngured;  also  in  blue,  black  and  maroon 
with  white  or  colored  figures. 

No.  3— Folded  Sonare,  SOc.  In  plain  maroon,  white  or  blue;  BB 
and  black,  brown  or  maroon  with  colored  figures. 

H  No.  4— Knclinli  Kgnare,  31.  In  gray,  navy  blue  or  black, 
w  ith  contrasting  figures.  May  be  tied  as  a  four-in-hand  or 
^  Ascot. 

No.  S— Folded  Sgaare,  31.  In  navy  blue,  with  white  figures; 
bbck,  with  red  or  white;  maroon,  with  black. 

No.  6-Folded  Mooare,  31.  In  white,  with  black  stripes; 
bbck,  willi  white  or  red,  and  blue  with  white,  in  various 
styles. 

Other  Neckwear,  in  wide  asssortment,  at  $2,  $2.50  up  to  $4.50< 


NEW  YORK 


JOHN  WANAMAKER 
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“  Wanaiihaker-  Reliable  ”  Shoes 

FOR  WOMEN 

The  production  of  the  Wanamaker-Reliabk  line  of  Shoes  for  Women,  at 
three  dollars  a  pair,  is  one  of  the  most  extraordinary  achievements  in 
the  shoe  trade. 

When  you  consider  that  the  very  best  leather  made  is  used  in  these  shoes — 

When  you  substantiate  our  claim  that  no  better  workmanship  is  to  be  found  in  any 
shoe  on  the  market  at  less  than  a  dollar  more — 

When  you  examine  and  see  that  no  smarter  styles  nor  broader  varieties  are  to  be 
found  in  any  line  of  shoes  for  women — 

When  you  see  how  handsomely  finished  is  every  pair  of  Wanamaker-Reliabk  Shoes — 

You  Will  Wonder  Why  Women 
Ever  Buy  Any  Other  Shoes 

Thirty-two  distinctly  different  styles  of  women’s  boots 
are  shown  in  the  Wanamaker-Reliabk  line.  From  the 
handsomest  patent  leather,  the  dressiest  Louis  heel  style 
to  the  easiest  and  most  comfortable  home  shoes, 
every  foot-need  of  women  is  supplied  in  Reliabk  Shoes 
— at  $3  a 

We  illustrate  here  the  new  Reliabk  ideal  kid 
skin  patent  leather  dress  shoe,  than  which  there 
no  handsomer  shoe  sold  in  ninety-nine  stores 

the 

Order 

HOW  TO  ORDER— Cupy  the  numben  from  the  linii*  of  yoor  beet-fitting  ehoee.  Tell  ut  if  they  were  too  wide,  too 
narrow  or  too  short.  Tell  us  if  they  pinched  and  where.  Order  yoor  shoes  long  enough.  Order  by  above  number.  Give 
tlie  width  of  the  shoe  required. 

If  you  have  other  needs  in  shoes  for  men,  women  and  diildren,  send  for  our  Shoe  Caulogue  No.  i,  telling  all  about  the 
largest  retail  shoe  stock  in  the  land. 


JOHN  WANAMAKER 


NEW  YORK 
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rEp,  Frr  ^atjp 

EXQUISITE  PARISIAN  . 
PERFUME.  f 

VIOLETTE 
REINE..  i 


CHE  violet  is  the 
queen  of  odor¬ 
ous  flowers :  Vio- 
lette  Reine  is  the 
queen  of  perfumes 
prepared  from  It. 
So  thought  the 
judges  of  the  Paris 
Exposition  of  1 900 
when  they  awarded 
it  the  highest  of 
all  distinctions. 

Sold  neryivhere;  orappjm 
to  Ed.  PlNAUD'slMPoj^ 
ATioH  Office,  AbjItiSt 
14th  Street,  Ne^^rk. 

Wrile^or  blatter 
'“'.IhthWperfume. 


Think  of  a  Store 


(  endorsed  by  3,000  DentUts, 
*  is  the  best.  It  cleans  the 
teeth,  heals  and  hardens 
[  the  {^ums,  sweetens  the 
i  breath,  and  by  destroying 
the  harmful  bacteria  of 
the  mouth,  really  becomes 


DENTAaRA  CO^  Newark,  N.  J.,  U.  S.  A. 


Is  it  a  good  store?  If  it 
is,  then  they  are  sure  to 
know  all  about 


flptberea 

V  ^  ^^eauti|uUd 


ALL  SILK  LINING 


W  rite  to  that  store  to-day. 
Antherea,  58  cts.  a  yard. 
It  wears — our  word  for  it. 


DUNCAN  &  STENZs  466  Broome  St.,  New  York 
The  Makers 


Please  meotion  Everybody's  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advertisers. 


Tooth  Insurance. 


At  all  druggists  or  direct 
for  25  cents.  Accept  no 
substitution,  be  careful  to 
get  the  genuine.  There  is 
nothing  as  good  as  the 
best.  Made  only  by  the 


MENNEN3 


BORATED 

TALCUM 


MRfUtii  Aner  Milif.llixiri  After  SkarlM 


A  nlief  for  Chapp«id  Ifamds.  Chaflac, 

aad  all  affliotions  of  tne  skin.  Rniioves  all  odor  of 


perspiration.  Get  MeaMeii*a  (the  original)*  a  fittit 
kifktnr  jwrk/ip«,  f/i-m  »Hhi^Uutm,hutth€r4ia 


iorif4^p4rknp»,  r/i^m  trorthfftt  9Hh4tUutm,hMtth€r4U 
/oriL  Bold  everywhere,  or  mailed  for  95  eenta. 


I  rciMon/or  «.  Bold  everywhere,  or  mailed  for  95  eenta. 
SampUfree.  GCHIAIO  MCNNCN  CO..  NawaHi,  N.  J. 
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It  If  so  anlvenally  and  fttvorably  known,  that 
articles  of  our  make  are  recognized  and  accepted 
by  tbe  trade  and  public  as  the  standard  of  tbe  world. 


Tea  Sets, 
Tureeat, 
Candlesticht, 
etc. 

STAUrSD 

MdDI  AHO 

•CAmAHTBSD  mw 


Spoons,  Forks, 
knives,  etc, 

STAMPED 

**1847 

Rogers 

Bros.’* 

IraeBber  “1847.' 


and  see  that  each  piece  you  purchase  bears  our  stampof  un- 
telling  quality— quality  la  design,  workmanship,  tlnlsh  and 
'•  Stiver  Plate  that  Weart."  ' 

Leading  dealers  can  supply  yon.  Write  for  Catalogue 
■s.  SI  6  which  aids  you  in  selecting. 

iMTxaMATioiiAi.  SiLVKa  Oo.,  Bnooessor  to 
MIRIDIN  BRITANNIA  CO.,  Meriden,  Conn. 

Illustrations  of  **Md7  Kogcrt  Bros.*’  goods  will  be  found  In  previous  Issues  of  this  magazine. 


Lever  Trunk  Strap 

Easy  to 


on -a  woman 
or  child  can  pull  it  as  tight 
as  the  strongest  express- 
man.  Won’t  stretch,  or 
*  get  loose,  or  break.  Can’t 
^  get  stolen ;  it  locks.  Makes 
trunk  last  longer. 

75c  at  all  trunk,  house-furnishing,  and 
department  stores,  or  by  mail.  Your  money 
back  if  you  want  it.  Send  for  circular. 

LEVER  BUCKLE  CO.  Richmond,  Va. 


A  Gift  clock  Is  a 
constant  reminder 
of  the  giver. 


12 

INCHtS  ^ 
DIAMETER 


NO  POISON 

has  ever  been  found  in  the 
enamel  of 

Agatte  Nickel- 

Steel  Wctre. 

The  BLUE  LABEL,  protected  by 
decision  ol  United  Slate,  Court, 
pasted  on  every  piece, 

PROVES  IT. 

If  substitutes  are  offered,  write  us. 

Nrtv  Booklet  Free, 

Agate  Nickel-Steel  Ware  is  sold 
^  the  leading  Department  and 


An  Entire  Novelty 

The  above  clock  is  beautifully  decorated  in 
harmonious  colors,  hangs  on  the  wall,  and  runs 
in  any  position.  Has  an  eight-dav  lever  move¬ 
ment  (no  pendulum);  fine  jeweled  escapement 
(like  a  watch) .  Is  an  accurate  time-piece  and 
warranted  one  year.  It  is  an  artistic  creation, 
suitable  for  any  dining-room,  hall  or  bedroom, 
and  will  appeal  to  the  most  fastidiotis.  An 
artistic  and  reliable  clock  is  a  joy  forever. 

Clocks  sent  C.  O.  D.  (express  prepaid)  with 
privilege  of  inspection.  Pnce  |li.oo. 

BAIRD  CLOCK  COMPANY 
188  Or\t&krio  St.,  Chicago 
We  also  make  Orandfatliers*  and  Novelty 
Clocks.  Write  for  circular. 


It  seems  impossible  to  send 


ROSES  and  HONEYSUCKLES 


BY 

MAIL 


but  we  propose  to  do  it.  Not  the  freshly  plucked  flower  that  would 
wither  and  fade,  but  deliciously  fragrant  perfumes  and  powders  known  as 

CUT  ILOSES  eki\d  HONEYSUCKLES 

If  you  will  send  me  the  names  and  addresses  of  five  of  your  friends  and  lo  cents  to  cover 
postage,  very  interesting  samples  of  these  FAMOUS  PERFU.MES  and  POWDERS,  worth 
more  than  double  the  price,  will  be  mailed  you 

store  A.  P.  BABCOCK,  38  West  18th  Street,  New  York 


Please  mention  Ever>’body*s  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advertisers* 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


.They  >S!AY! 

/iMoer  found  ar^f/)//)g  A 
o^ua/  it  far  Jlahtesf 
nii&Jasu>H  Hocrman 
Crkcn  &  tairview  Ave& 

.  Brooklyn  N.Y 
/wM  o^t/utt/y  ifscouro^d 
untU  /  tncct  CooKs 
fiAKen  fi/c£,  ft  Mvea  my 
taaby's  f/fe." 

Mr&  Loowto  5inoN» 
mt.  CLtMENA  Mich. 
l^oo/ts  ftAKEO  fi/cc.  is  the 
c/eanest  and  purest  food 
product  / euer  sayy"^ 

CHAS.  A.  HiNKS  n.Ci 

or  TME  BOAKO  or  NEAI.TM 

.  FAa  River  MA.&S 
/Pnow  oinofood  that 
tfae/s  Cooks  Piakcd  RretT 
,  JUJTUS  J^PREND  MQ 
SPtciALi6T  On  liver  Diseases 
K3W22"..»StN.t  art 


COOKS 

Fiaked 

RICE 


DIREOTION^ 

New  Born  Infantst 

One  cup  of  C001C6  Flaked  •R.iCE.One 
quart  of  watcn  boil  ten  minutes,  add  a 
pint  of  milK.pinch  of  jalt.and  a  very  Iflfle. 
sugar  and  straia 
Three  rionths  Old  Child» 

Use  double  the  quaniity  of  Cooks  Flaked 
Rice  (two  cup^  and  do  not  straia 

From  Oiildhood  to  Old 

See  illustrated  directions  on  package 


YOUR  Grocer 
Simula  It 


l|T<b  Large 

19  PACKAGE 


Please  mention  Everybody’*  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advertisen. 


If  your  dealer  will  not  sell  you  a 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


Bend  us  his  name  and  we  will  send  any  style  from  factory, 
charges  prejMiid,  upon  receipt  of  price. 

R*.  BrfmilM*,  RB  tliot  4S  llsir*  •  .  •  •  ^1.S6 

H«.  iOCli  Oaliiry  rtlher  thol  •r  4arU  •  #1.00 

K*.  4 — Slncle  hh*l,  ellbrr  ftliMl  •r  4arl«  •  •  .  •  #1.00 
.Ra.  i— aeiitlael  Kr^Ur,  aatoHMlIf.  S4MI  Hb«l  ....  #1.#& 
DarU,  afe*anv4  caUnt,  pttr  daaea,  |»rrpaM . 8a  eentS 

Daixy  Button  and  llluxtratMl  booklet  free. 

THE  DAISY  MFQ.  CO.,  Plymouth,  Mich.,  U.5.  A. 


A  Xmas  Thous:ht 

xor's— the  ideal  irilt.  lt*s 
the  easiest,  quickest,  cleanest,  safest,  healtliiest,  pleasant¬ 
est  shaving  device  ever  devised.  You  simply  can’t  do 
damtge  with  ’em.  Booklet  mailed  on  request. 

Razor  in  Tin  Box,  .....  l$‘.i.OO 
Razor,  with  Two  Blades,  in  Leather  Case,  3.50 
Automatic  Stropping  Machine  and  Strop,  ‘2.00 
Your  jeweler  or  cutlery  Healer  w  ill  sell  yoti  or  Imv  Hirect  from  us. 
Sent  on  to  clavs*  tri.al  to  right  parties. 

THE  GEM  CUTLEKT  CO.,  41  Reade  St.,  Hew  Turk 


NEW  GEM 
SAFETY  RAZORS 


OLF 


PL/KYING 
CARDS 


The  Best  I 

25c  Card 
Made.  I 


Ask  your  dealer 
for  them  or  send 
25  cents  to  us  for 
sample  pack. 


The  American 
Playing  Card  Co 
Kalamazoo, 
Michigan. 


James  J.  Corbett  s 


PKysicad  C\ilt\ire  System 


ONE  of  the  foremost  athletes  in  the  world  will  teach  you  by 
mail  the  system  that  made  him  physically  perfect.  Men  or 


women  with  weak  luncs  and  flabby  muscles  can  be  developed 
in  a  few  weeks  into  a  l^ealthy  physical  condition.  The  man  of 
fifty  or  the  child  of  five  finds  equal  benefit.  Children  trained 
unwr  my  system  will  become  robust  and  liealthy  men  and  women. 

A  few  minutes  a  day  with  this  system  will  do  wonders  for 
you.  Each  patient  will  be  instructed  according  to  his  or  her 
particular  requirements. 

Write  for  conditbn  blank,  book  of  particulars,  my  plan  of 
mail  instruction,  terms,  etc. 

JAMCS  J.  CORBCTT4183  LBroAdw*/,  New  York 


Please  mention  Everybody  s  >faga2ine  when  you  write  to  advertiaerB. 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


Piea>e  mention  Everybody*^  Ma^asi.ie  when  you  write  to  advertisers. 
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MARK 


The  very  best  $1.00 
Christmas  Present 

A  Dandy- Shiner 

RBGISTBRED  TRAD 

Hold5  ANY  5hoe  risld 
A  Household  Necessity 


RoIler-bearioK.  noD-biudiDK  doors,  removable  (to  clean 
or  replace  broken  glass)  by  simply  unhooking.  No 
unsightly  iron  bands  or  protruding  shelves.  Sec¬ 
tions  so  mcelyjoined  together  that  appearance  is  that  of 
solid  case.  We  are  the  Only  Sectional  Book  .case 
Makers  entitled  to  use  the  trade-mark  of  the  Grand 
Rapids  Furniture  Association  which  means  the  best. 
Sold  only  through  dealers.  If  no  dealer  in  your  town, 
write  us.  Send  for  Illustrated  Catalogue  C  showing 
different  sizes.  ' 

THE  6UHH  FURHITURE  CO.,  Crud  Rapids,  Hlcli. 


Do  YouFeel  Secure 

with  your  jewelry,  money, 
valuable  papers,  keepsakes, 
etc.,  lying  about  in  boxes  and 
drawers?  Your  home  may 
bum  to-day.  You  can  have 
absolute  protection  from  lire, 
water,  thieves  and  curious 
intruders  at  small  cost  if 
you  will  order 

Meilink's 

FIREmkiWATER 

PROOF 

K..l-Ukecut.  Weight.  V  I  J  I 

•liout  75  lbs.  Only  #8.  ▼  J  ■ 

We  make  15  styles  and  sizes — the  smallest  14  inches  high,  weight 
about  75  lbs.;  the  large.st  24H  inches  high,  weight  about  300  lbs 
Prices,  from  to  $23.50. 

WE  PAY  THE  KKEIGHT 

east  of  the  Mississippi  River  and  north  of  the  Tennessee  Line, 
equalized  beyond. 

All  styles  and  sizes  are  made  of  heavy  steel  plate,  with  extra 
heavy  iron  framework,  finished  in  four  coats,  hand  polished,  black 
enamel,  lettered  and  ornamented  in  gold,  with  hinges,  lock,  com¬ 
bination,  etc.,  heavily  nickeled.  An  attractive  article.  From  the 
smallest  to  the  largest  we  Guarantee  them  abaolutely  Fire  and 
Water  Proof, 

(^r  Free  Book  of  24  pages  will  be  a  revelation  to  you.  Write 
for  it  to-day.  Gives  photographs  of  all  styles  and  sizes,  aescriptinns, 
letters  of  endorsement  from  every  part  of  the  country  and  prices 
that  will  surprise  you. 

THE  MEILINK  MFC.  CO.,  Specialty  Manufacturers 
1040  Jackson  Street,  Toledo,  Ohio. 


Bishop  Furniture 


(Grand  Rapida,  Mich.) 

is  famous  the  world  over  for 
correct  style,  superior  quality 
and  one-third  to  one-half  saved 
the  buyer. 

No.  1655  Colonial  Rocker 


$5.75 


K«>cker  are  here  combined  at  one-half 
retail  cost. 

Our  price,  direct  on  approval, 
freight  ^  C  T  ^ 

Pa‘^1  3  ,  /  D 

stated,  is  T  •  |475 

Keep  it  in  your  home  five  days,  ex¬ 
amine  it  critically,  if  net  satisfactory^ 
in  every  resfect^  return  at  our  ex- 
/ense^you  are  not  out  one  farthings 


No.  1654  Library  Table  rfsttci,  r,i„r«  at  mr  ex'- 

^  ^  /ense^you  are  not  out  one  /arthtvg> 

Selected  Oak,  hand  polished.  _ 

Golden,  Flemish.  Antwerp 
or  Weathered  Finish. 
hand<arved  frame  and  per- 
worth 

Our  price  direct  on  approv.  ■  H  w  H 

al.  freight  paid,as  stated,  is  H  J  K  E 

your  home 

— B I S  H  O  P  furniture  w  ill  ^ 

adorn  it.  besides  you  save  ® 

one-third  to  one-half.  ^ 

BIc  ('atalocB.  I.  Ffm— It  shows  6m  pieces  of  hiah.grade 
f  ishir.n:  l.le  fiiiniture  on  which  we  pr»,y  thclaht  to  all  points  east  of 
the  Mlsslssl|<pl  River  and  north  of  Tcnn..  allowing  freight  that  far 
tow.nrd  points  lieyond. 

BISHOP  FURNITURE  CO.,  Grartd  Rapids,  Mich. 

Nos.  *4-36  Ionia  Street. 
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EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


(Kdltlonde  Luxe) 

THE  DEUNEATOR 

FOR  DECEMBER 


OVER  TWO  HUNDRED  PAGES  of 
good  reading  by  some  of  the  best 
writers  of  the  day.  Among  the  contrib 
utors  are : 

SIR  EDWIN  ARNOLD 

F.  HOPKINSON  SMITH 

JOHN  LUTHER  LONG 

EDWARD  STRATTON  HOLLOWAY 

CLARA  E.  LA  UGH  LIN 

FRANK  FRENCH 

CHARLES  BATTELL  LOOMIS 

JOSEPHINE  DODGE  DASKAM 

AMEUA  E.  BARR 

UNA  BEARD 


HIRTY-FOUR  full-page  illustrations 
by  well-known  artists.  Twenty  of 
these  pages  are  in  colors.  Some  of  the 
illustrators  are: 

HOWARD  CHANDLER  CHRISTY 
J.  C.  LEYENDECKER 
ORSON  LOWELL 
FRANK  FRENCH 
B.  J.  ROSEN  MEYER 
FRANK  VERBECK 
EDMUND  FREDERICK 
T.  H.  MILLS 

LEE  WOODWARD  ZEIGLER 
GRACE  COOK 


Partial  Contents  of  the  Christmas  Number 
(Edition  de  Luxe) 


THE  NATIVITY 

By  SIR  EDWIN  ARNOLD 

A  Noble  Christmas  Poem,  illustrated 
in  colors  by  J.  C.  Leyendecker. 

“DOC”  SHIPMAN’S  FEE 


REMINISCENCES  OF  NEW 
ENGLAND  LIFE 

By  FRANK  FRENCH 

Illustrated  from  paintings  by  the 
author. 


A  Story  by  F.  HOPKINSON  SMITH  PHOTOGRAPHY  AT  NIGHT 


Illustrated  in  colors  by  Howard 
Chandler  Christy. 

SKETCHES  OF  CHILDHOOD 

By  JOSEPHINE  DODGE  DASKAM 

Illustrated  by  T.  H.  Mills. 


By  JUAN  C.  ABEL 

With  examples  in  color  of  the  work 
of  experts. 


THE  FASHIONS  of  the  Season 

Superbly  illustrated. 


The  December  number  has  just  been  issued. 
For  sale  at  15  cents  per  copy  or  $1.00  per 
year  by  all  newsdealers  and  Butterick  Agents 


“The  Best  of  All  Magazines  Published  for  Women” 

Send  ONE  DOLLAR  now  ind  get  The  Delineator  for  an  entire  year.  The  Christtnaa  edition  is 
more  than  850,000  copies.  THE  BUTTERICK  COMPANY,  16  West  13th  Street,  New  York 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advertisers. 


“We  therefore  stub  our  imaginary  toes  against 
imaginary  bricks,  die  of  imaginary  holes  made 
by  imaginary  bullets,  suffer  imaginary  pain  in 
imaginary  nerves,  and  get  our  real  brain 
really  excited  or  really  stupefied  by  pouring 
a  non-existing  drink  into  a  non-existing 
stomach.  Why  do  not  Christian  scientists 
stop  the  absurd  practice  of  putting  on  their 
imaginary  clothes? 

There  are  thousands  of  other  illogical  practices  which  they  ought 
to  dispense  with,  but  as  this  is  about  the  first  waking  act  after 
their  real  mind  starts  its  busy  day,  let  them  commence  here.  Of 
course  they  need  not  use  impossible  soap  or  invisible  water.” 

The  above  extract  is  an  illustration  o{  the  style  of  the  book,  SEARCHING  FOR  TRUTH, 
and  the  keen,  incisive  manner  in  which  its  author  punctures  the  bubbles  of  error  and  points  out  the 
absurdities  of  many  forms  of  i>opular  belief. 

This  book  IS  written  by  an  American  business  man  and  deals  in  a  sensible,  businesslike  manner 
with  religious  and  philosophical  questions.  It  conunences  with  the  “creation”  and  brings  us  down 

to  the  present  day  in  a  book  of 
the  most  fascinating  and  absorbing 
nature.  It  u  a  book  for  the  pro¬ 
gressive  thinker— not  for  those 
who  prefer  their  opinions  and 
beliefs  readymade. 

Ask  your  bookseller  for 
SEARCHING  EUR  TRUTH. 
If  he  cannot  supply  it,  it  will  be 
forwarded  upon  receipt  of  the 
price,  f  i.so,  by 

Pkter  Eckler, 

Publisher^ 

35  Fulton  St.,  New  YrtRK  CiTT. 

Published  in  England  by 
WATTS  &  COMPANY, 
7,  Johnson's  Court, 

Fleet  Street,  E.  C.,  IvONdon. 


W  'ritt  for  frosPecius  contain^ 
img  copious  extracts  from  the 
book. 


Please  mention  Everybtxiy's  M&gazine  when  you  write  to  advertisers. 
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RtorllnK  stiver  InlaM  at  tbe 
wearing  points  of  spoons,  or 
forks,  gives  the  durahiitty  of 
aoiid  stiver  at  leas  than  half  the 
cost.  Uuods  stamped 


I  Aiitf  Filler . i.7« 

I  No.  1666— Rose  (»oM  Stkk  Fin, 

,1  one  whole  }«earl . 7.00 

No.  305&^Ros«  Gold  Sii^net 
RinkT,  hofscheatlantltrappings  11.50 
No.  3064— Rose  Gold  Kin\r 
Brtoch. 5 whtde pearls,  att.achment  holds  ring's  while 

wasliin^  liantls;  newr,  unit|ue.  useful . 10.00 

Cuts  full  si/c;  articles  sent  (vepaid  on  revei|it  of  price;  | 

money  promptly  refunded  if  not  fully  up  to  ex|>et.tations. 

Hiile  fer  rwmplele  twlalwewe^it  will  interest  thtyse 
seeking  choicest  thiii^  in  G<»ld  and  Silverware. 

Wl.  KEXDKKK'M  KOX8,  tS»  Fwnrth  Are.,  UnUsllle,  Ky. 


%re  Quoranteed  25  year«. 

For  sale  b?  all  jewelers.  Send 
booklet  No.  htU. 

Interuational  Silver  Co.,  Snceesaort* 

1k«  Islank  F.4»tr4t  SilmCa. 
■rUreMrC  C«u. 


HARDERFOLD 

HYGIENIC 

UNDERWEAR 


Beautiful  Holiday  Presents 


latcr-Alr-Spaoe  Systea 
Is  two-fold  throughout,  afford¬ 
ing  protection  against  the  vicis¬ 
situdes  of  our  variable  climate  to 
laralMs  Athleks 

Prsfcsiioaal  Mes 
Merchaats  Accaaataats 

And  all  occupations  in  life,  ii,- 
door  or  out. 

Over  eievea  haadred  iihyskiaat 

have  united  in  testifying  to  the 
sanitary  excellence  of  the  Har¬ 
derfold  system  of  undercloth¬ 
ing. 

Harderfold  Fabric  Co.,  Trar,  H.  T. 

Send  for  Illustrated  Catalogue. 


Special  Offer  to  Readers  of  Everybody's 
Magazine.  Good  for  30  Days. 

A  Beautiful  Imported  China  Tea  Set 

(56  pieces) 

or  Toilet  Set,  or  Parlor  I.amp,  or  Clock,  or  Watch  and 
many  other  articles  too  numerous  to  mention,  FRCE» 
with  a  club  order  of  ao  lbs.  of  our  New  Crops  60c. 
Te^s  or  20  lbs.  Bckkintf  Powder,  45c.  lb. 
This  advertisement  MUST  accomper\y  order  eitlier 
bv  mail  or  at  store.  You  will  have  no  tnHible  getting  up  a 
club  of  20  fi>r  our  celebrated  goods  anvmg  your  friends  and 
neighbors. 

The  Great  American  Tea  Co. 

31  and  33  Vesey  St.,  P.  0.  Box  389,  HBW  YOKE 


ARTISTIC  HOMES  A  608-PAGC  BOOK,  PRICE  $I.Oa 


Plsos  sod 
•00  Desigas 
of  nioderdte 
Cost  UoiiM.*S. 


■T  STEt  lALTYt'lllfb  Ursde  EefletlaMlesl. 

JlwBRiesUl  —4  Muici|Ml  ArtblltMlwrv. 

THE  COTTAGE-BUILDER 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advertiser^ 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


FREE 


BEAUTIFUL 
LADIES  ® 

CLLCTRIC 
SEAlr 
FUR 
SCARF 

GIVEIN  AWAY 


Thi*  BEimrrL 
FurScarf  Ih  made 
of  irt*nuine  black 
electric  eeal.  It 
O  la  48  inches  long 
and  baa  tour 
beautiful  brown 
iiiiii  tails.  It  is 
made  In  the  latent 
st>  le  by  one  of  Chica¬ 
go’s  leading  furriers 
and  is  in  ercry  way  equal  in  appearance  to  any 
•10.00  Fur  Scarf  made.  We  will  send  it  free  to 
Anyone  fur  selling  only  to  cards  of  our  Silver 
Aluminum  Hair  Fins  at  10  cents  a  card,  full 
dosen  on  each  card.  They  are  the  prettiest 
and  best  selUna  on  the  market.  J ust  send 
your  name  ana  address  and  we  will  send  yon 
the  hair  pins  by  first  mail  postpaid.  When  sold 
send  us  the  money  yon  get  for  them  and  we  will 
send  yon  this  Iteautifui  Electric  Seal  Fur 
Scarf  to  pay  for  your  trouble.  Vou  need  no 
Money,  we  trust  you  with  the  Koods. 
Write  for  the  ontflt  to-day  and  hare  the  swellest 
Fur  Scarf  in  your  town.  CEWe  ship  all  pre¬ 
miums  very  day  money  is  receired.  Address 
PHILIP  EDWARD  *  CO.. 

.  N.  W.  Cor.  State  &  Monroe  St*.,  Dept.34,Chicago 


^48 


TOLMA.^f 

'RA./fCBS 


^23: 


with  high  closet  and  white  enamel  lined  reservoir  (or  water  front). 

fireal  Paandry  Sale.  We  ship 
range  for  examination  without  a 
cent  in  advance.  If  you  like  it 
pay  fai.rs  and  freight  and  take 
range  for 

30  T>ay^* 

FUBR  Trial. 

If  not  satisfactory  we  agree  to  re- 

'  ear  maary. 


_  _  _  _  I  The  Stafford  Hygienic  ^  ^ 
I  Kitchen  Cabinets  from 


The  greatest  labac>«aving  devkc 
e^-er  invented.  They  are  ««>rth 
three  closetk.  Save  tranhle. 

Apnee,  lahwr  and  Have  con- 

venient  receptacles  fi>r  all  leaking 
utensils,  cereal  tirorlucts,  spices, 
table  linen,  etc.  We  manuCicture 
twent;  aljlrs  in  variosis  sixes,  rang* 
In^  in  prices  from  I3.50  upward 
We  will  send  you  FREE  f.  I- 
low  ini;  tiar^ain  catalogues.  State 
want  i;et  whelesale 
^  fcelnr)  priee*.  Snte  Uf  m*mey. 

Kitchen  Cabinets  and  Furniture  No.  t49A.  General  Merchandise  No.  X49C 

Sew  in?  Machines  and  <  >r?ans  No-  X49H-  Olfit  e  Furniture  No.  149. 

E.  M.  SUFFMD  A  HNK.,  11-20  Its  Isr**  StrMt.  Chicsn.  III. 


BE  YOUR.  OWN  PRINTER. 

fit  means  an  increase  in  your  bank  account.  Guaran¬ 
teed  tvn.third  saviiur  in  printing  bills.  No  waiting  for 
the  printer- NO  TYPE^SKTTINU  for  Letter¬ 
heads,  Killheads,  Cards,  Tags,  Envelopes.  Any  office 
hoy  can  work  it.  Hundreds  of  young  men  paying  way 
through  college  with  our  presses.  The  Penn.  R  R. 
Co.  lias  eight  Model  Presses.  Pull  course  in  print¬ 
ing  FK  EE  with  each  irress.  8.1.00  up.  Send  stamp 
for  catalogue  and  testimonials.  40,000  sold.  Three 
World’s  iair  priies. 

Dept.  D,  MODEL  PRESS,  70a  Chestnnt  St.,  PhiltdelpliU 


!  CAN  I  BECOME  AN  ELECTRICIANT 


a  o  M  ’  Yes.  you  can.  We  teadi  Rlc«irlml  Enfflneerlnc  atyour  home  by  anil  at  a  coat  within  th 

lco>M><MrC«fCJ»»€^fg^^aa>  -  fcach  o(  anyotte.  Nn  Matter  where  yon  live.  i7  you  can  read  and  write,  we i;uarantee  to  teach 

M  ttijSSL  --  g  amajwr-  VOU  ihurt  tu^hly .  Our  institute  H  endoraed  by  Tbnana  A.  Edison  and  others.  We  teach  also 
Oi^rn^mass-  En^neertn*.  Ntena  Knclneerin«*  Meebnnlenl  Dmwtn«.  Telephony* 

So  «f  o— #»•.—»  Teingrnnby*  Elwtrle  L&btlnc*  Eleetrlc  Rnllwnyn*  Eleetrlc  MotorMnn*a  t  onme« 

tL'SSitaf  irfacWf?  RhortEleetHenli'oarne«l^nnMnTender*n€'onrne«X*Rnya*MntbeMntlen,ete.«by  mail. 

•**  ^  Thousands  are  siiccc’ssful  and  jfainin?  letter  positions  and  salaries  studying  at  home  by  our corres- 

<ac4««a^  pondeoce$5rstem.  WriteforourEreelllnntmted  BnoL.**Canl  Becwncan  Electrical  Engineer?" 
Tbe  Eleetrlenl  Engineer  Inatitnte  nf  Uorreapnndenee  Inatmetlon.  Deyt-  T«  >40.t4S  Went  SSd  Rta«  New  Tnrk. 


ItiSRUaf 


Eight,  Dollars 

Besrlag  MaeUae,  tha  equal  of  aewliig  machineg  that  eost  twice  the  money  elsewhere. 
lOXirS  >tla  ^or  our  Tive-Oiawer,  Drop  nn  AC  far  Uw  Beaatlfbl  Mar- 
9Iwb49  Head  Cabinet  CelebraM  WllsWO  aaetry  Deearated  EDHE. 
NEW  OCEEN  aEWI-N'O  MACHINE.  MEBB  BEWINO  MACHINE. 
^10  O  R  for  the  Btandardball  bearing  Aie  OA  foftbehlgheat  gnule  lew- 
9l&aOO  BEBDICKSewingllachlna  WlOamtv  lug  ma^ne  made,  OUR 
E80TA.  theequalof  regular  IMlOD  and  (W.OO  agenU’ machines.  These  and  many  other 
rade  machlnea,  neantlftiuy  illustrated  and  fully  deacribedi  the  parts,  mechanism  and 

si^rtSMntcia^l’  YOU  tSUST  WRITE  FOR  IT. 

will  give  you  the  names  of  a  number  of  vonr  own  neighbors  to  whom  we  have  sold  machines,  to 
on  can  see  and  examine  your  nelghbora' machines,  learn  how  they  are  pleased  with  them  and 
ow  mneb  money  we  una  thea.  we  can  surely  save  you  (lO-W  to  •M.W  on  any  kind  of  a  madilna 

THREE  NORTHS’  FREE  TRIAL  Sewing HachiM  Cataloi^,*he^n^  wondw^ 

TBIAl.PI.AN,cntttiisad.outandmailto  0KAK0|  KiXbDUwlv  Ob  OOs,  CHICAGO. 

Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magaaue  when  you  write  to  advertisen. 
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nickel  finish, 
set  comprises 
lasts  to  fit 
Men’s,  Wo¬ 
men ’sand  Chil¬ 
dren’s  Shoes, 
a  Box  of  Blackola  Polish 
and  Polishing  Cloth. 
Sent  on  receipt  of 


THE  COULTEH  MF6.  CO. 

r.  O.  B«x  1414 

Dspt.  T.  Philsdslskla,  N 

DrIltrrH  Aatj  !■  ('aM4i 


Electric  Fan  Motor  with  Battery 

. $5.95 

.  R-ftt 

.  io.nn 

.  fLflR  1 

Electric  Door  Bells,  all  connectionit. 

-  LOO 

.  6.00 

. .  2.00 

8.96 

_  2.50 

Telegraph  Outfits,  complete . 

_  2.25 

$1.00  to  12.00 

_  2.76 

_  8.60 

1.50 

....75c.  to  3.00 

Bond  for  Free  Book.  Describes  and  illustrates 

1  many  of  the  most  useful  electric  devices,  at 
wonderfully  small  prices.  All  practical.  The 
lowest  price  In  the  world  on  everything  electri- 
,  eaU  Agents  can  make  handsome  commissions 
and  many  sales.  Write  for  complete  inform*- 

•  OHIO  ELECTRH:  works,  cisveinnd,  OMo. 

STAR 

Safety 
^  Razor 

d  Suggests  a  useful 

and  practical 

CHRISTMAS 
PRESENT 

$2.00. 

Handsome  Sets, 

$3.50  and  up. 

SHAVES  CLEAN  AND  NEVER  PULLS. 

Nothing  to  Learn.  You  Can’t  Cat  Yourself. 
Every  razor  euaranteed  -to  make  self-shaving  a  luxury 
and  home  comfort.  The  only  original  and  best  safety 
razor  in  the  world. 

Over  5,000,000  users 

are  our  best  advertisers.  A  razor  of  merit.  Estab.  25  years. 
Higher  in  price  than  imitations,  but  well  worth  the  difference. 
There  is  none  “  just  as  good."  Send  for  catalog. 

KAMPFE  BROS.,  8-12  Reade  St.,NewYork 

Or  all  leadlns  dealer*  la  klchwelasu  Catlery 


FRSAl, 


Landers,  Frary  &  Clark 
Hew  Britain,  Conn. 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  wnen  you  write  to  advertiaetn. 


The  SUN 

I  OUT  SHINES 
^  THEA 

.iffli  All 

riT  ALL 
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100— HELPFUL  HINTS— 100 

For  Xm&s  Shopping 

In  our  beautifully  illtutrated  booklet 

“  HOLIDAY  SUGGESTIONS.” 

^  array  of  unique,  artistic  and  practical  nfts.  Dainty  clocks  in 
orifinal  desirns.  Watch  holders  with  nicht  lights.  Electric  candel¬ 
abra.  Electric  lamps  of  every  description  for  every  occasion.  Orna¬ 
mental  cigar  lighters.  Things  useful  and  beautiful  for  the  drawing- 


*tih 

KIght  Light. 


New  York. 


Sajtit,  simfifst,  itron^tt,  cheattU.  Starts  and  stops,  runs  for¬ 
ward  and  backward  at  variable  .siieeds  by  okc  lever  movement.  The 
patent  direct  rtfe  trausmiutoH  gives  Utrge  evkeeh  and  no  tire  punc¬ 
tures.  No  clutches  or  gears,  no  water  or  pumps,  and  no  overheating. 
Five  to  fifteen  points  less  machinery  and  trouble  than  any  other. 

The  Holsman  Automobile  Works 

153  La  Salle  Street.  Clilcag:o.  111. 


Bums  90  per  cent  air  and  lo  per  cent, 
hydro-carbon  gas. 

TV!’*  Incandescent 
IN  Gasoline  Lamp 

with  its  beautiful  fixtures  and  glassware  for  the 
ornamentation  as  well  as  the 

Brilliant  Illumination 

(too  CADtlle  po«CTl 

of  homeSk  halls,  stores,  churches,  etc.  Makes  the 
electric  light  look  yellow  and  pale,  yet  it 
5avea  the  Eyea  and  5avea  Money. 

Costs  less  than  kerosene  and  is  as  aafe  as  a  candle 
(conform!  to  insurance  underwriters’  rules). 
Write  for  catalogue  and  our 

Liberal  Terms  to  Agents 
by  which  you  can  earn  Sjj  to  $75  per  week 
Branch  supply  depots  in  all  larger  cities 

SUN  VAPOR  LIGHT  CO. 

BOX  626,  CANTON.  O. 

(Licensee  of  the  ground  patents  for  vajior  lampsO 


To  Owners  of  Qasoline  Engines. 
Automobilea.  Launches,  Etc. 


Auto-Sparker 

does  away  mtirciv  with  all  starting  aadmn 
niiiR  hatt«ricv.  their  annttyaiKe  and  expensr. 
No  T>elt— BO  switch — nohatteriea.  Caabeat 
tached  to  any  ctiiriDe  now  usinf  batteries 
FuUv  truaranteed;  write  f»r  descriptive 
Caui«>^ue. 

MOTSINOER  DEVICE  MFO.  CO. 
25  riain  Street,  Pendleton,  Ind. 


PYROGRAPHY 

a  revival  of  the  most  interesting  art  of 
» he  16th  Century.  Science  of  our  times 
has  perfected  the  instruments  used,  and 
now  little  talent  is  required  to  obtain  the 
most  beautiful  effects  in  burnt  leather 
and  wood.  A  Pyrographic  outfit 
will  give  you  much  pleasure.  You  can 
easily  get  up  classes  and  teach  others. 
A  superb  Christmas  gift  for  man,  woman  or  child.  The  complete  set,  regularly  priced  at 
$5.00,  sent  on  receipt  of  $3.50.  Address  Dept.  M.  O. 

AUGUST  W.  SCHMIDT.  90  West  Broadway.  NEW  YORK  CITY 

Please  meouun  Everybody's  Magazine  whea  you  write  to  advertisers. 


A  CHILD 

CAN  WORK  IT 


THE  MOST 
INTERBSTINQ 
NOVELTY 


room,  the  dining  table,  the  boudoir,  the  man’s  den. 

The  booklet  wiU  solve  the  “  Present  problem.**  Write  for  it  HOW. 

1 A  postal  card  will  bring  iL 

AmBICAN  BLECTBIOAL  KO'VBLTT  A  KFO.  CO.. 

Dectiir  Clock 

EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


The  Wave  of  Prosperity 

which  is  now  sweeping  over  this  country 
brings  in  its  wake  a  tremendous  wave  of 
business,  which  can  be  best  handled  for  the 
benefit  of  VOUK  business  by  a 

COLUMBIA  BARLOCK 
TYPEWRITER 

For  catalogue  and  full  information  write 
COLUMBIA  TYPEWWTER  MFC.  CO. 

S3  West  lUth  Street  Hew  Tork  Cttr 


LEST  WE  FORGET” 

TjUE  respect  for  our  de- 
Darteu  Ittved  ones  de¬ 


mands  that  we  erect 

ARTISTIC  find 

ENDUR.ING 

MEMORIALS 

Marble  baa  proved  an  un¬ 
fortunate  failure.  M  o  s  i  • 

grown,  broken  and  tumbled¬ 
own  tlabi  appear  evepr- 
whcre.  Some  cemeteries 
prohibit  marble  entirely 
now.  Granite,  too,  gets  dis¬ 
colored,  moss-grown,  cracks, 
crumbles  and  decays.  Besides, 
it  is  very  expensive. 

WHITE  BRONZE 


monuments  are  cheaper  and 

Infinitely  Better. 

Moss-growth  is  an  IM* 
POSSIBIUTY.  They 
CANNOT  crumble  from  the 
ation  of  frost.  They  are  far  more  artistic  and  expressive.  They 
have  been  on  the  market  for  over  twenty-6ve  years  and  are  an 
established  success.  Many  granite  dealers  have  used  White  Bronze 


>•>  preference  to  granite  for  their  own  burial  plots. 

We  have  hundreds  of  beautiful  designs  atjprioes  from  fs  to  #4 ,000. 
deal  direct  and  deliver  everywhere.  Distance  is  no  obstacle. 
Write  us  at  once  for  designs  and  information  if  you  are  interested. 


Address 

THE  MONUMENTAL  BRONZE  CO. 

353  Howard  Avenue  -  BRIDGEPORT,  CONN. 


In  Twenty  Years 

Remington 

TYPEWRITER. 

has  saved  the  world  enough 
labor  to  build  an  Empire. 


WYCKOFF,  SEAMANS  A.  BENEDICT 

(Remington  Typewriter  Company) 

327  BroQLdwn.y  New  Yoric 


**0\/T  OF  SIGHT** 

Trovisers  R-aeck 

Saves  time,  saves  space,  saves 
tnuble  and  saves  your  trousers 

NOTHING  ELSE  LIKE  IT 


Keeps  your  trousers  ***  shape— smooth,  as  if  just  ironed. 

Occupies  small  space.  Ea«iy  to  put  up.  Simple  to  operate. 
Does  not  mark  nor  stretch  the  material.  Ke^  all  proper  creases, 
does  not  form  others.  Holds  one  to  ten  pairs,  each  pair  readily  get- 
at-able.  Hangs  all  your  neckties,  too.  May  be  quickly  taken  apart. 
|Hit  into  your  trunk  and  put  up  anywhere. 

1*rice  complete  ^2  delivered 


N.  A.  PETILY 

Dept  F.  401  Commerce  Street,  Philadelphia 


Plcasr  mention  F.s-erybody’s  Magazine  when  you  write  o  advrrtiiera.  - 
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BOSS  JHINER 


OOec  CLJIMPD  produces  a  Shine  that  is  worth  while,  with  no  bother 
*  OV/OO  onil^bn  or  discomfort,  and  in  halt  the  time  usually  r^uired. 

The  Holder  holds  the  Shoe  in  a  vice-like  imp,  ricrid,  and  in  just  the  richt  position.  It 
clamps  to  any  cliair-back,  can  be  used  anywhere  at  a  moment^s  notice^  and  is  detached 
instantly  when  through  usins-  The  IjUnI  u  simply  placed  in  the  Shoe—tt  is  self-adjusiinc 
and  immediately  cunlonns  to  any  site  or  slapc.  >^eighs  complete  only  as  ounces  and 
occupies  less  room  tlan  a  skate.  Handsomely  finished  and  strongly  made.  A  useful 
Christmas  Present  that  will  render  a  life-time  of  Shoe-Shininff  Satisfaction. 

Forwarded  complete  with  polisliing  cloth  in  a  neat  boa  for9l*  lllaalrated  Boahlet 
civias  fall  pariiralara^  HKNT  rUF«E« 

PATTEH80N  NOVELTY  CO.,  W  8.  Factary  Htreet,  Spriacfleld,  Ohia 


ADJUSTABLE 

/J^MEN.WOWEN 

CHILDREN 


KEENE’S 

Tool  Cabinet 


rtf 


HI 


Hard  Rnbher Handle, DonblaConcava, plain  nnlwhed  ...$1.50 
Hard  Rubber  Handle,  Double  Concave,  estratluished....  C.50 
Oenuine  Ivory  Handle,  Double  Concave,  finest  made....  5*50 
Same  high  Quality  Steel  in  eachrasor. 


Keene  Bros.Hdw.Co.,161  S.ClarkSt.,Chicago 


try^EVER  SLEEPS. 
rriSAUVAYSON  DUTY. 

IT  NEVER  GETS  OUT  OFORDOK^ 
IT  WATCHES  WHILE  YOU  SLEEP.  \ 
IT  KEEPS  YOUR  WIFE  FROM,  ' 

^  GETTING  NERVOUS. 

^  YOU  CAN  SAFELY  LEAVE  YOUR 
WINDOW  OFCN  TOP  AND  BOTTOM 
IT  WUCAa  YOU  WHEN  DANCER  ISrc: 


WEKmrOPUy  6  QUAKES  I 
CAN  BE  CAMOEDINPOCKETORCRII 
PffiC£f1!!PR£PUO 

/UnOHAnCAMRUto 

STATE  fiMICKSTS.  * 

CHICAGO.. 


What  Shall  1  Give  is.  for  Christmas  ? 

Am  SOLID  GOLD  FOUNTAIN  PEN 

/An  andapintof  Mr.  Edison’s  Tablctlnkfor  I 


SPFCI  AT  HOT  11^  A  Y  flFFFl^  ^  $2.00  Fountain  Pen  and  50c.  worth  of  Mr.  Edison’s  Wizard 
« Tablets  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid,  for  $1 .00.  MONEY 
REFUNDED  IF  NOT  SATISFACTORY.  The  Ink  Tablets,  dissolved  in  water,  produce  a  superior  writing 
fluid.  The  best  proof  of  its  merit  is  the  fact  that  it  is  being  extensively  used  by  the  United  States  Government 
and  the  principal  Banks  and  Boards  of  Education  throughout  the  country.  Address 

THOMAS  A.  EDISON.  JR..  CHEMICAL  CO..  D«pt.  2.  14  STONE  STREET.  NEW  YORK.  N.  Y. 


EDISON  jR  WIZARD  PEN 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Mai^azine  when  you  write  to  advertisers. 
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American  S\iccess  Series 


“Improvement  the  order  of  the  afe” 

Undoobted  Quality,  Superior  Design, 
Perfect  Execution  Maintain 
the  Great 

Success, 

The  Smith  Premier  Typewriter 


Mr.  E.  D.  EASTON 

Reported  the  trial  of  Garfield’s  assassin,  Guiteau,  and 
other  famous  cases,  is  now  the  President  of 
the  Columbia  Phonograph  Co. 

AmeHcon  Succcm  Series  In  Book  Form. — At  the  end  of  this  year,  the  South  Premier  Typewriter  Company  will  pufV 
lish  a  handsome  booklet  containing  pictures  and  brief  biographies  of  twelve  successful  Americans  who  have  profited  by  their  use 
of  stenography  or  typewriting.  These  books  will  be  maiU  tree  only  to  persons  who  send  us  their  names  and  ad^esses,  with  re¬ 
quest  for  same. 


TKe  Smith  Premier  Typewriter  Co., 


Syroeuse 
N.  Y..  V.  S.  A. 


The  Standard 
Visible  Writer, 

Ever^  character 
in  plain  sight  as 
soon  as  written. 

A  success — not  an  ex 
periment.  Doesanykindof 
work  for  any  kind  of  business. 

Light- Ranningf 
Simple,  Durable,  Rapid. 

Don't  sthnd  still— use  an  up-tonlate 
Typewriter. 

Willv  ou  spend  2  cents  to  make  many 
dollarsf  Write  for  our  catalogue  telling 
how  to  do  it. 

TBB  OLIVER  TYPEWRITER  CO., 
zis  Lake  St.,  -  Chicago,  III.,  V.  S.  A. 
Foreign  OMoe:  4a  Poaltry,  London,  Eng, 


Simple  Efficient  ^  Economical 

VISIBLE  WRITING 
UNIVERSAL  KEYBOARD 

Interchangeable  Type  ^51'  ^  f\ 
ManifoldingFacilities  C  I 

All  Useful  FeaturesJ* 

Notb.— We  take  in  exchange  all  makes  of  typewriters. 
We  put  them  in  thorough  order  and  offer  them  cheap 
for  cash  or  easy  installmenis.  Send  for  price  and  terms. 

Room  1705,  273  Broadway,  New  York 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  -.rrite  to  advertisers. 
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uanm  CARDINAL  POINTS 


StlfCImliC  POST 


We  take 

Pen  In  Exchnnse. 
OUR  UNIQUE  PLAN. 

As  s  sp«!l*l  lndiic»raent  to  Introdoce  tho 
**POSP’  we  Usre  decided  to  supply  x  limited 


ShnliCitl  THE  OLD  FOUNTAIN  PEN  IS  A 
AdT«,c.d  mecUnlL  pliw  THINO  OP  THE  PAST 

the  ••POfiTT**  as  the  foremort  one  of  th«  world. 

••IT’S  THE  PEN  OP  ALL  PENS,” 

end  l»  recelTlng  more  fatorable  comments  to-<Uf 
then  all  other  makes  on  the  market,  it  • 
the  only  Pen  awarded  _ 

Paritfenne'lnTentei^l.-  EXCHANGE  (or  other  mskes St  X  Rllllhilifl 

duttriels  et  Espos-  merely  nomlDxl  cash  difference.  Our  offer 

SBU,  Paris,  enxbles  you  to  rid  yourself  o(  your  old  pen  and  u  , 

,,  hare  the  BEST.  The  •‘POH»  has  bees  endorsed  by  Gea.  ■«  LSlIw 
eral  Lew  Wallace.  Dr.  Lymaa  Abbott.  Mb  Sankey,  H.  M.  Edward  *•* 

VTI.,  KiriK  of  Crest  Britain:  Com'd'rBooth  Tncket  and  bundieds  ofothers. 
also  recommended  by  over  aoo  of  America’s  foremost  magtrinei.  Write  uia 

POST  FOUNTAIN  PEN  CO„U6  W.  14tK  St,  New  Yoik  City 


SENT  ON  APPROVAL 

TO  RESPONSIBLE  PEOPLE 

Laug'hlin 

Fountain 

Pen 

IS  THE  PEER  OF  ALL  PENS  AND 
HAS  NO  EQUAL  ANYWHERE 

FINEST  (iRADE  UK.  COLD  PEN 

YOUR 
CHOICE 
OF  THESE 
TWO 

POPUUR 
STYLES 
FOR  ONLY 

BY  RCOISTCRCO  MAIL  Xc  EXTRA 

SUPERIOR  TO  OTHER  MAKES  AT  $3 

Oor  Extraordinary  Offer 

You  mxy  try  the  pen  for  x  week,  if  Ton 
like  It,  remit;  If  not,  return  H.  Brer 
read  or  bear  of  anything  fairer? 

The  Laughlin  Fountain  Pen  Holder  is 
made  of  finest  quality  hard  rubber,  is  fit¬ 
ted  with  highest  gt^e,  lar^e  sise,  14k 
gold  pen,  of  any  desired  flexibility,  and 
has  the  only  perfect  feeding  derice 
known.  Either  style,  richly  gold  mount¬ 
ed,  for  presentation  purposes,  fl.OO  extra. 

Why  not  ordera  dozen  of  these  pensfor 
Christmas  Presents  for  your  friends? 
Surely  you  will  not  be  able  to  secure  any- 


Addrsts. 


mg  au  aoont  tne  nxccLSIOR  INCUBATOR, 
yon  name  this  paper.  • 

QEO.  H.  STAHU  Quincy,  III.  '•• 


Picture  Maebines 

Wanted  and  For  Sate 

PUaaele  OgUgraghs  a  SPECIALTY 

If.llalfa  Lanterns  and  for  rale  or  exchayoe 
Wanted  'HARBACH4Cd..^Lm» 


r®™eniMS 

Lanterns  ani>  for  rale  or  exchayoe 

wanted  HARBACH&CO..mK 

*  I  Print  IHy  Own  Cards 

R  Clfculkfs,  New«pa|wr.  Pir5«  R5.  Larger  size.  R1R 
t  Money  »rer.  Big  profit,  printing  for  others.  Type* 
k  setting  ensy.  rules  sent.  Write  for  catalog,  presaes, 
I  type,  paper,  etc.,  to  factory. 

THE  PRERH  COMPAITY,  Meridea,  Cmu. 


A  high-class  self- 
regulating  incubatori 
on  a  small  scale.' 

Fifty  egg  capacity.' 

Heat,  moisture  and 
ventilation  automatically  and  perfectly  con¬ 
trolled.  Price  only  $0.80. 

^nd  fer  the  Waeden  Hen  Book ;  mailed  ftee.  to¬ 
ut  n.r  wrltn  .  rioAlr  ..I _ .  ;  vT 


o  n  approval 
freight  prepaid 
direct  from  fac 
tory.  Scad  for  Cam 

TBl  C.  i.  LrSDSTBOB  CO., 

(Formerly  The  Standard  Mfg.  Co.)  Utile  Falla,  S.T 


give  such  continuous  pleasure  and  service 
Everybody  appreciates  a  good  Fountain 
Pen.  Safety  pocket  pen  holder  sent  free 
of  charge  with  each  ^n. 

niustration  on  left  is  full  size  of  ladies’ 
style;  on  right,  gentlemen's  style. 

Lay  this  Magazine  Down  and  Writa  NOW 


LAUliHLIN  MF(L  CO. 

626  Griswold  St.,  DETROIT,  MICH. 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  write  to  adsreitisets. 


>MCitrvH9  OH  TTI* 

Wf  wra  frt  HO-M^C^RAhO  - 

S<ff  W4  W£AR  ^LUi  SAtWf  ^ 


Lawrence,  Kan.,  wm.  Bromelslck. 


Lincoln,  Neb.,  Lincoln  Hardware  Co. 
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Please  mentioo  Everybody’s  Magaziae  when  you  write  to  adveitisen. 


*Corliss-COOI\’Collar5  follow  the  Flag 


A  Missive  from  the  Philippines. 


collar  ' 

.  t'f  8ioo«3 


THIS  UNIQUE  PIECE  OF  MAIL 

was  sent  to  \is  |ust  as  shown  nbove.  by  the  U.  S.  CavoLlrymen  who  took  it  from 
the  neck  of  n.  captured  Filipino  wnrrior.  Likely  enough  our  insurgent  friend 
had  heoLrd  thnt  all  men  feel  safe  in  Helmet  Brand  collnrs.  In  more  civilized 
regions  most  people  end  their  collnr  troubles  by  wearing  these  well  known 
goods.  Lending  dealers  everywhere  sell  them  at  15c..  2  for  25c. 

SEND  FOA  OVR.  ATTRACTIVE  NEW  BOOK 
entitled  **  Collars.  Cuffs  and  Correct  Dress.’*  It  contains  interesting  and  valua¬ 
ble  informoLtion.  Sent  Free  upon  request. 

CORLISS.  COON  ^  CO.  Dept.  W.  Troy.  N.  Y. 


Your  Clotlies  Closets  Too  Small? 
GOODFORM  EQUIPMENTS 

Make  them  hold  double  measure.  Keep  everj--  ^ 

thing  smart  and  orderly.  Imitations  will  disap- 
point  you.  Goodform  Closet  Sets  never. 


MEN’5  SET  i 

$2.25 

Express  Paid  ) 
'OMEN’S  SEX'!  i 

$1.75  \^ 

Express  Paid  J 


Six  each  Coat  and  Trou¬ 
sers  Hangers 
One  each  Shelf  Bar  and 
Door  Loop 


WOMEN’S  SEX')  Six  each  Skirt  and  Coat 
I  Hangers 

4*1. /O  f  One  each  Shelf  Bar  and 
Express  Paid  )  Door  Loop 

IN  SPECIAL  BOXES  FOR  CHRISTMAS. 


Patented  April  8,  'oa. 

Goodform  Trousers  Hanger,  sample  Post  Pai<t, 
SOe.  Four,  Express  Paid,  for  $1.00. 


SefiU  Jor  free  booklet^  showing  other  ssts.  If  dealer  offers  a  substihUet  u*rite  us* 
MA  at  available  »rieaa,  Not  Exproao  Pal4,  by  tbo  foUowlac  i 


Atlanta.  Ga.,  Geo.  Muse  Clothing  Co. 
Ai^sta,  Ga..  1.  Miller  Walker. 
Bammore.  Ma..  J.  S.  Hymes. 

J.  Hamberger  ft  Sons. 

Brooklyn.  N.  Y..  Abraham  &  Straus. 
Birmin^am,  Ala.,  I.  Blach  ft  Sons, 
Boston.  Mass..  K.  H.  White  ft  Co. 


Denver,  Colo.,  Daniels  fc  Fisher.  Milwaukee,  Wls..  Glmbel  l^os. 
Denver  Dry  Goods  Co.  Munn  Hdw.  Co. 

Gm.  Mayer  Hdw.  Ca  Minneap's.  Minn..Wm.  DonaldsonCo. 

Detroit.  Mich..  Henry  C.  Weber  &  Co.  Montgomery,  Ala.,  I.  Levystein. 
Hunter  &  Hunter.  Newi^,  N.  I..  Hahne  fc  Cf*. 


Hunter  fc  Hunter. 

Duluth.  Minn..  Kelley  Hdw.  Co. 
Erie,  Pa.,  Chas.  S.  Marks  &  Co. 
Fitchburg,  Mass..  Damon  &  Gould. 


Buffalo.  N.  Y.,The  Wm.  Hengerer  Co.  Gr’dKa^s,  Mich.,  Gardiner& Baxter. 
Adam,  Meldnim  &  Anderscm  Co.  Hartfora.Ct..  Brown.  Thompson  dcCo. 
Walbridge  fc  Co.  Helena.  Mont.,  Ganz  fc  Klein. 

Burlington,  la..  Salter  Sc  Lofoulst.  Indianmlls.  Ind.,  Paul  H.  Krauss. 
Butte.  Montana.  Hennessey  Merc.  Ca  Jersey  City,  N.  J.,  Wood  fc  Menagh. 


Butte.  Montana,  Hennessey  Merc.  Ca 
Chattanooga,  Tenn.,  Glenn  &  Shaw. 
Chicago,  111.,  Mandel  Bm. 

Mihail  Field  fc  Cc. 

Cincinnati,  O.,  Pickering  Hdw.  Co. 
Cleveland,  O.,  The  May  Ca 
W.  B.  Davis  Co. 

Colorado  Springs,  Giddings  Bros. 
Columbus.6.,Schoedlager,  Fearn  &  Ca 


Kansas  City,  Mo..  Nelson  Sc  Wright. 
Geo.  B.  Peck  D^  Goods  Co. 
Wolf  Bros.  E>ry  Goods  Co. 


Leavenworth,  Kan.,  Ettenson,  Woolfe  Sallna,  Kan.,  Ober  Clothing 


Newa^,  N.  I..  Hahne  fc  C«’>. 

New  York.  John  Waoamaker, 

H.  O'Neill  &  Co. 

Siegel-Cooper  Co. 

W.  Irving  uavis  fc  Co. 

Byck  Bros.  Lewis  fc  Conger. 
New  Or 'ns.  La.,  D.H  .Holmes  Co.,  Ltd. 
Omaha,  Milton  Refers  Sons'  Co. 
Pittsbure,  Pa..  W.  D.  Phelan. 

Aufnammer  fc  Evans. 

Providence,  R.  1.,  Boston  Store. 
PhiladelphU,  Pa.,  John  Wanamaker. 
Pueblo.  Colo..Crews-Beggs  D.  G.  Co. 
Sallna,  Kan.,  Ober  Clothing  Co. 


Savannah.  Ga.,  Lindsay  fc  Morgan. 
Seattle,  Wash.,  Thedinga  Hdw.  Co. 

W.  B.  Hutchinson  or  Co. 
^>rlngfield.  Ill..  C.  D.  Roberts  Sc  Co. 
^wingheld.  Mass.,  Meekins,  Packard 
&  Wheat. 

St.  Joseph,  Mo.,  Curtin  dr  Clark  Hdw. 
St.  Louts,  Mo.,  Werner  Bros.  [Co. 
Wm.  Barr  Dry  Goods  Co* 

D.  L.  Pa^sh. 

Scruffs,  Vaodervoort  fc  Barney. 
St.  Paul,  Minn.,  Schuneman  dr  Evans. 
Tacdma,  Wash.,Washington  Hdw.  Co. 
Toledo.  O..  La  Salle  Sc  Koch  Co. 
Washington.  D.  C..  Morsell's. 
Rudolph.  West  A  Co. 

S.  Kann  sons,  &  Co. 

Woodward  dr  Lathrop. 


San  Antonio.  Tex..  A.  Pencost's  Sons.  West  Superior.  Wb..  Roth  Bros. 


CHICAGO  FORM  COMPANY.  54  5th  Avenue.  CHICAGO.  ILL. 


/  iT‘5>; 
ALLIHTH[ 
^LENS> 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


_ JiOVINB  PICTURE  MACHINES 

UD^^oiplui. 
W«sUrlyo«,tmmUlilnMcocapM« 
\  I  Vil  oQtfiU  aii4  czpikll  tp>tni.Aui» 

tl  ft  »arpriftiD(lx  low  ooiL 

JMjgrjgPlUI^M  THE  FIELB  IS  uncs 

oonprialnf  tb*  iftfular  ih««tr# 
ond  Icctarft  dicuil,  ftko  lucM 
<>ldM  inChftfgbfti.PttMieSehooli 
L  'fftM  ftod  OoiMrftl  Pnblk 
^  Uftthorir.g^.  Owr  EwtertAlaacent 

ftad  ipfteUl  offor  folly  cTpldns  •vorythlof,  BcotFreOi 

CHICAGO  PROJECTING  CO..  P9K  OMrtioni  St.  Dtot  1  .Chicao* 


BEEBE  VIOLINS 


mellow,  loulful  carryiiiR 
Uoezeelled  tor  artMie 
beaat7.  Bend  suunp  fornluable 
—  booklet,  "How  to  Jodok  Vio- 

um."  •TBOk  *.  BUBK.  *•-*  Bm*  Tea  Berea  Ut.,  t'kirafe,  UL 


FREE!  SAMPLE  GAME  FREE! 

The  OWIe  cornMnaHuii  ROARII  tunii\he«  the  er.Ntest  amiitem<‘nt  to  all  Comes 

In  two  !»tyles->No.  i.  loo  eames.  $S.9&|  No.  t.  7$  ^ame^.  Sire  of  hnartl  38^  Ifwhe^  vtuare. 

Complete  withhnok  ofruln.eiuiproent.etr. .for  playinifthe  variou«nmrft.  lmprove<i  revftlvliitf 
fttwaJ  CiTeft  IWe  with  each  bositf.  Wni  send  outfit  nrepatd  east  of  the  Rockies  00 

receipt  m  price.  All  good  deftlers  sell  the  #Wli  OAMR  BOARD.  Money  refunded  K  not  fts 
teprescnted.  Send  for  colored,  illustrated  circular  aod  sample  game. 

BDW.  MTKKBIiffKR,  Mfr. 

•s  Hb  B.  nrrERAON  street  chicaoo 


PInae  meatloD  Everybody's  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advcrtlaeta. 


KLIP-KLIP 


The  POCKET 
_ _ )  MANICURE 

Trtaa,  IHm,  iBbbm,  and  ckBM,  and  kMfi  the  bbIIb  in  pifitct 
caidlWiB.  A  cinplHi  MBlcMB  (or  mb,  wbbm.  or  chM. 

Silver  atcel,  nickel'plated.  Sent  poet-paid 

on  rrreipt  of  price  if  vow  dealer  Baea't  it.  A  VwB 

KLIP.KUP  CO.,  sn  Si.  OiatM  SL,  RBChcBter.  N.  Y. 


Ko  R  ON A 

(^AME  RAS 


The  Turner-Reich 
Anasti^mal  Lens 


KOR.ONA  are  made  of  the  same 
^  a  a  Q  materials  as  other  cam- 

A W  HrKAd  eias.  but  made  differ¬ 
ently.  Good  material,  unless  used  to  the  best 
advantage,  will  not  make  a  perfect  camera, 
and  thLs  is  the  rea.son  so  many  are  more  orna¬ 
mental  in  design  than  practical  in  execution. 
I'he  exclusive  features  which  distinguish 
Korona  cameras  are  of  value  every  time  the 
camera  is  used.  The  Korona  adjustments  are 
simplified,  and  every  complication  liable  to 
require  close  attention  on  the  part  of  the 
operator  has  been  eliminated  without  loss  of. 
efficiency.  Korona  cameras  will  do  more 
than  other  cameras  will  do,  and  do  it  without 
causing  the  photographer  any  unnecessary 
loss  of  time  manipulating  a  lot  of  intricate 
devices 

Turner-R^eich  the  b^t 

.  .  lenses  made  in  the 

AnftStlftfTlfttS  U nited  States.  They 
are  fully  corrected  for  astigmatism,  and  have 
a  perfectly  flat  field  for  the  size  of  plate  they 
are  listed  to  cover,  with  a  working  aperture 
of  F  7-5.  Each  combination  in  every  series 
may  be  used  separately.  This  lens  is  the  only 
anastigmat  invented  and  controlled  in  the 
United  Slates.  .\II  others  are  manufactured 
under  foreign  patents.  Send  for  our  cata¬ 
logue  S,  free 

CUNCliCH  MANHAnAN  CPTICAL  CC.,  Rockwtir,  R.  T. 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


Bowlette 
Has  All  the 
Fascioatini; 
Features 
of  Bowling 


Enjoyable 
Game  for 
the  Entire 
Family. 


TRADE  MARK 


lEKE  is  always  something  new  about  Bowlette.  Furnishes  more  wholesome  amuse¬ 
ment  th&n  &ay  other  parlor  game.  It  hasmorepoints  of  {/enuinemerit.  No  one  ever 
u’s  tired  of  Bowlette.  The  table  revolves  on  a  base,  so  that  any  number  can  play  at 

-  the  same  time  without  leaving  their 

seats.  Handsomely  fiuished  and 
substantially  constructed.  Write 


Tlie  conUnct  Uiepiiia 


Bowlette  parties 
are  now  "the 
thine.” 


Any  score  or 
shot  that  can  be 
made  on  a  ref- 
ulation  bowl¬ 
ine  alley  can  be 
made  on 
BOWLETTE. 


Antomatic  pin  at¬ 
tachment.  Ho  lost 
pins,  time  or  tem¬ 
per. 


The  H.  C.  DOWNEY  COMPANY 

Sole  Makers 

13S  Wuhington  St  SPRINQFIELD.  OHIO 


THE  HOUSE 


Patent 
Scroll  Saw 


>r  CbristRMs 


This  MW  can  be  used  one 
week  and  if  not  satisfactory  can 
be  returned  and  the  money  will 
be  refunded,  less  charges  tor 
transportation. 

All  iron  and  steel  except  the 
wfiod  tables.  Durable,  easy* 
running,  cheap.  Price,  with 
extra  designs,  saw  blades,  hand 
drill,  etc.,  $8.00  ;  with  lathe  and 
turning  tools,  $l0o00* 


Scroll  Saw 


IVe  glndlrSbMl  kaJh-  3r  On  receipt  of  1 5  cents  I  will 

'  I  send,  postimd,  the  pattern  of  this 

^  M-  THREE-SHELF  BRACKET. 

<  sire  over  300  beautiful 

^  MIN'IATURE  DESIGNS  for 

^  SCROLL  mv 

jf.  Illcsi  kateu  catalogue  of  ScroIl 

tcir  Saws.  Fancy  Woods, 

rSi  K  Fancy  Hinges, 

C  Catches,  Clock  Movements, 

•  Catalogue  and 

■  Miniature  Designs. 

*"»  w1de.swske  boy  can  make  the  brackets  with  a  Scroll  Saw. 

^  ^  Pomeroy,  fr^lva^/r:  Hartford.  Conn. 

[Scroll  Saws  at  $1.96  and  upwards.  Srnd  for  Catalogue.] 

Please  mention  Everybody's  Magansie  when  you  write  to  advertiseiSb 


W/- 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


Card  Ledgers  save  rewiiting  and  trans¬ 
ferring  accounts — save  opening  up  new  ledgers — 
save  handling  “closed”  accounts,  for  when  an 
account  becomes  closed,  the  card  is  taken  out 
and  placed  in  order  with  “closed”  accounts. 
If  account  is  opened  again,  just  put  same  card 
back  with  “open”  accounts.  This  handling  only 
“live”  accounts  saves  half  the  work.  No  ac¬ 
count  on  several  pages  in  different  parts  of 
book — if  an  account  fills  one  card,  put  an¬ 
other  card  right  behind  it,  and  carry  account 
on,  it  is  all  together.  Elasier  to  post  ac¬ 
counts  with  the  Card  System — easier  to 
make  out  statements— easier  to  take  trial 
balances — unequalled  for  keeping  petty 
accounts.  Cards  may  be  filed  numeri¬ 
cally  (as  shown),  alphabetically,  or 
behind  State  and  town  guides,  so 
that  all  accounts  in  one  town  are  f 
together. 

Send  for  Catak^e  28  G. 

W'r  have  seme  Card  Ledger  Trial  Oat- 

at  small  cest^  just  te  convince  you  ^  the 
merits  of  the  System, 

Sena/ar  Special  circular ^  Ne,  28  G. 


Yawman  s.  Erbe  Ntg;.  Co. 

Eocluster,  >.  T. 

Sia  Fran.  Wash.  Boston  Baltl.  Phila.  QevePd 
Sc.  Louis  New  York  Pittsb'g  Minn'plis  Chioijfo 


One  pack 

Bicycle 

Playing  Cards 
beats  two  pair 
of  poor  packs. 


Bicycle  cards  wear  well.  Popular  price. 
29  backs.  Back  shown  is  “New  Fan." 
Order  by  name.  Sold  by  dealers. 

The  U.  S.  Playing  Card  Co. 

Cincinnati,  U.  S.  A 


Pleaie  mention  Everybodjr’i  Magarine  t  hen  you  write  to  advertiaen. 


PARKER 


LUCKY 

CURVE 

PEN. 


FOUNTAIN 


BULL  DOG  SPECIAL 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


Boll  Doc  SpecUL  Price  $4.  A  vest  pocket  pen— that  Is  the  lower  vest  pocket— in  which  it  Is  carried 
Flat.  An  Enelish  Idea  and  a  srood  one.  Carried  in  this  position  it  cannot  be  seen.  loet.  or  broken.  Takes 
the  eye  of  the  business  man  and  is  the  ideal  of  ■nllitary  men.  Not  pretty,  but  good. 

Parker  Pees  are  Mde  oa  keaor.  ACCIDCNT  POUCY  MaeC  witl  eadi  foeatala  aaC  KEPT  IN  REPAIR  FREE  ONE  YEAR. 

Yonr  dealer  can  supply  yon.  If  he  will  not  do  not  accept  a  "/uat  at  jroed**  ceufit«r/«it  which 
does  not  have  the  *'  Lncky  Curve,’*  In  which  case  order  direct. 

Ask  for  catalogue.  pum  FOWTIW  PH  CO..  S2  BIN  01.,  Jasssrillt,  Vis. 

A  Siz-incn  Aluminum  Rule  and  Papei  Cutter  sent  on  receipt  of  stamps  for  Postage 
■  •  to  any  intending  purchaser  of  a  Fountain  Pen  answering  this  advertisement.  f 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Msgazine  when  you  write  to  adverdseia. 


TK*  G»mM  You  Can  Plajr 

I.  PockeU.  TJ.  CiKked  Hat. 

a.  Cushion  Rint;  l^am^r.  a8.  Fire  Pin  Kini;  Game. 

3.  Revolving  Pocket  («aiiie.  39.  The  Adjutant. 

4.  Shooting  the  Pigeons.  30.  S|>attish  Pin  King  Game. 

5.  Miniature  Pool.  31  Pawn  Shop. 

&  F'our  King  Pockets.  32.  Prisoner’s  Goal. 

7.  Checkers.  33.  Automobile  Race. 

8.  Pyramids.  Parlor  Crkket. 

9.  King  and  Qheen.  3$.  Holey  Poley. 

10.  Go  Bang.  ^  l>ouble  Rnley  Pidey. 

11.  F'our  King  Game.  37.  National  Exports. 

13.  p4Kket  Numbers.  38.  F'lag  Lc4to. 

13.  Three  Ring  Game.  39.  Kangaroo. 

X4.  Pen  Cushitm  Game.  40.  Chess  AraWa. 

15.  F'iReen  Ring  Pool.  41.  Bagatelle.  Nos.  laoua* 

16.  F'orty-one  or  Burst.  43.  Curling. 

17.  Rotatioa  Cusliiua  Game.  44.  F'ootlaM. 

18.  Chess.  45.  Parlor  Croquet. 

19.  Back^mmon.  46.  Old  Maid. 

90.  Russian  Backgammon.  47.  Blanket  Ball. 

•1.  Crokinole.  4k  Parlor  Tennis. 

99.  Five  Battles.  49.  The  Transvaal. 

93.  Reversed  Crokinole.  50.  Try  Your  Luck. 

94.  Guard  YourShe^  51.  Pigeon  Hole. 

95.  The  F'our  Inns.  53.  Parlor  Golf. 

•6.  Tea  Pins  and  Nine  Pins.  53.  Fascination. 


Complete  with  golf  dutw.  highly  i>olishe>i  rings,  ships,  ship’s  hedders.  crotpiel 
mallets,  cues,  ten  pins,  national  Mgs.  comer  co\ers.  chess  discs,  indicators, 
etc.  A  single  cardlicartl  game  usually  sells  for  $0  cents;  at  this  rate  **Ct»in> 
hinola  '*  wtKihi  cost  fas-oo.  Its  price  is  Imt  la  50.  or  c>enla  per  gnMe. 
The  in<ist  elegant  ganieUiard.  ami  the  greatest  largain  in  games  ecerotfercl. 
**  Coiiibinola  '  is  durably  ina<le  and  roost  artisti.alK  tinisncil  in  hardwood. 
It  is  an  exceedingly  han<lsome  board  and  suitable  lor  the  drawing  room. 

**  t  tIMItINilLA  **  makes  a  most  pleasing  and  valuable  hulhU)  |>reseut 
for  old  and  young.  Tlie  whole  family  can  enjoy  It. 

If  your  dealer  does  not  keep  **i'OMHlNOLA  **  we  will  semi  H  l>yex« 
leess  prepaid  as  far  west  astHntha.  i>ro  rata  licyond.  on  recciis  of  price* 
Send  h»r  circular  and  free  heeh  ef  rnlea*  Address 

LEONARD  NFG.  CO.,  22  Ottawa  St..  Grand  Rapid*,  MlcS. 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


Kitchen  System 

A  step-Mviiii;  lystem  gives  you  llie  stiength  and  time 
often  wasted  in  a  hot  kitchen.  A  great  amount  nf 
leisure  goes  with  a 

««Hoosier”  Cabinet 

Evervtliing  needed  in  pre|nring  a  meal  is  at  your 
finger  tips.  Neat,  compact,  convenient.  Hel|»  >^ou 
manage  your  house  work  instead  of  its  managing 
you.  (ftlier  cabinets,  sewing  tables,  etc.,  r$-5<>  *itd 
up.  Write  for  catahigue,  free. 

This  trademark  is  on  every  Cab* 
im  t — Don’t  huy  until  you  see  our 
catalog  or  a  real  “Hoosier’'Cabinet.  “t.-#* 

TIE  lOOSIEI  HFI.  CO..  42  Mtm  St..  Uw  CmI*.  M. 


KALAMAZOO. 


Sfe9tt/^0  Ar/rW-i’v; 

dt*ub:y  iure. 


make  none  nArrT* 

COMBINOLA 

TAe  U’onderful 
CemiiiuitioH  Game  Board 

One  Board,  One  Bulk,  53  Oames 

A  rich  store  of  Fun  and  Eduentioo 


AH  the  best  games  combined  on  one  bonrd.  Among  the 
many  Is  Natlnnnl  Ez^Mdn*  the  greist  £4iicnU<»iial 
Aaiznenient  Bmwcww. 

While  pU>ing** National  Eiports 'you  become  familiar 
with  the  vast  export  wealth  of  our  grand  oKintry  and  the 
ammmt  of  the  various  commodities  that  go  to  each  coun> 
try  in  the  worM  — a  supremely  interesting,  exciting  and 
instructive  «?ame.  This  educational  feature  alone  Is  wuith  many  times  the 
lirice  of  **C<KiibinoU”to  you  and  to  your  children. 

Biq  and  little  game*  for  biq  and  little  |>eo|>le. 

Sold  by  all  good  dealers  in  8ve  grades  as  folh»ws: 

N«.  10,  flrst  10  $2.00  N*.  13,  tint  35  oamet,  $3.50 

•  II  ••  20  ••  2.50  ••  14  III  53  4.50 

“  12  "  25  “  3.00 


M  can  not  only  see  but  try  one  of 
KulMMasoo  steel  r.tnges,  steel 
cook  stoves  or  round  heaters  in  yuur 
home  for  80  Huya  to  prov’etJ  your 
entire  satisfac  tion  that  all  ofourclaima 
for  tiie  snperiurity  of  our  special  line 
are  true,  as  we  sm  i  them 
anywltere  on 


30  DAYS’ 
TRIAL  TEST. 


Our  patent  Oven 
■sumctcp  is  fitted  to  all 
of  our  bakers  and  i$  a  de> 
light  to  every  housekeeper. 
^Vr.te  at  once  fc«^  frea  cata* 
log  and  pricelist  of  ftores 
(klivered  to  your  de.xt. 


KALAMAZOO 
STOVE  CO. 
Manufacturers. 
Kaiamaioop  Mich* 


V^amt  nsention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  yon  write  to  advertticrt. 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


If  it  isn't  an  Idea!  it  isn't  a  Waterman 


Waterman’s 


Ideal 

Fountain  Pen 


Enquire  of  your  dealer  for  Beautiful  Gift  Certificate  in  four  colors  and  gold. 
Sent  to  all  who  wish  to  make  a  Chrtsnus  present  of  a  fountain  pen.  It  is 


On«  of  Sovorol  Gift  Set*  PropMrod  for' the  Christmas  Holidays 


The  New  Idea  in  Christmas  Gifts 


L.  E.  Waterman  Company 

173  Broadway,  New  York  12  Golden  Lane,  London 

I3S  Montgomery  Street,  San  Francisco  Chicago 


Boston 


Please  mention  Everybody’s  Magazine  when  you  write  to  advertisers. 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


(Cut  shows  comer  pocket-covers  In  position  for  billiards.) 


PARLOR  BILLIARDS  AND  POOL 


AN  IDEAL  DIPT  FOR  THE  HOME 


'T'fiA  aC most  tdendfically  constructed  portable  billiard-table  made,  nill  be  sent  on 
1  llw  wai  1  LFlIla  1  «7VF  approval  to  any  address  without  noney  in  advance.  If  you  like  it  when  you 
get  it,  then  send  us  the  price,  $35.00.  Freight  prepaid  east  of  Omaha — pro-rata  teyond.  Size  3x6  feet— just  two-thirds  the 
siie  of  standard  tables.  Covered  with  fine  green  billiard-cloth,  with  rubber  cushion  of  same  grade  used  on  best  standard  tables. 
Regulation  Pool-Pockets.  Folding  metal  legs  attached  directly  to  table.  Finish  and  workiianship  fit  for  finest  parlor. 

OTHER  STYLES,  $20  to  $40 

THK  EQl'IPMEXT. which  is  furnished  with  each  tnble  consists  of  i6  Patent  **  Resilk>*’ Balls,  4  Cues,  to 
Tenidns,  1  Triaotfle,  i  Bridge,  i  Bottle  (for  Bottle  Cnnoma),  4  Pocket-Covers.  1  piece  of  Chalk,  1  B«iok  of  Rules 
and  Directions,  4  Counting  Devices.  Cataloswt^tautifHliy  Uiustrmttd  im  ca/ors—FKEE,  Write  to-eiay. 

CARROM-ARCHARENA  COMPANY^  Department  E,  Ludington,  Michigan 

Largest  Mfrs.  of  Game-Boards,  Parlor-Tennis  Tables,  etc.,  in  the  world.  Canadian  Bkanch;  London,  Ontakio. 


$ 


$ 
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The  Locke  Adder  has  become  the  standard  calculating  machine  of  the  world  simply  on  Its  merits. 
It  Is  now  recognized  as  a  necessity  In  the  modem  business  olBce. 

Don’t  pay  a  high  price  for  a  calculating  machine.  It’s  entirely  unnecessary.  The  Locke  Adder 
costs  you  only  16.00  and  it  will  perform  all  S6.00  imputations  that  any  higher  priced  ma¬ 


chine  will  do  and  more  than  many  of  them. 

Adds,  Subtracts,  Multiplies  and  Divides  and  sells  for  £.00. 


Remember  that  It  is  the  only  machine  that 


Mr  machine  came  to  band  all  right  and  I  am  much  pleaaed 
with  ft.  I  find  It  very  valuable  In  calculating,  checking 
estimates,  pay  rolls,  etc.  Jt.  K.  COW  AS,  C  S-CUttemitH,  I’E 
The  Locke  Adder  Is  all  you  claim  for  It. 

C.  S.  McCLELLAS,  Dallas,  Tneas. 
The  Locke  Adder  received  and  I  am  highly  pleaaed  with  it. 

C.  IF.  BBASDBOBO,  tf'aloott,  N.  Dakota. 


It  would  be  Impossible  for  me  to  get  along  without  the 
nae  ol  the  machine.  It  Is  worth  Its  weight  In  gold. 

CHAS.  ».  THOMP80S, 
special  Apt.  D.  S.  Drpi.  Labor,  Boston,  Mass. 

We  are  glad  to  be  able  to  advise  that  the  Locke  Adder 
la  eminently  aatUfaetoir  and  a  great  help  to  our  book¬ 
keepers.  BOSOLVLV  PHOTO  8UPPL  Y  Ca 

Honolulu.  HawaH. 

The  chief  value  of  the  machine  to  me  It  that  I  know 
results  are  correct.  Whenever  you  wish  a  good  word  for 
l«  ■ 


I  have  Just  received  the  Locke  Adder  and  Immediately  pot 
It  into  practical  use,  and  am  very  pleaaed  to  inform  you 
that  It  meeta  my  requirements  Just  as  well  as  a  tlft  machine.  the  Adder  yon  may  be  sure  I  wllfglve  it. 

H.  E.  FLEMiSa.  i,wUh  Howard  Joe  Oo.,)  Watertown,  Mass.  E.  C.  TEAOL’E,  Hebron  Academy,  Hebron,  Jfafae. 

Osslg-lcl^  Pskwrc  frtf-  I4egx1f  in  simplifying  detslls.  saving  work  snd  preventing 
g^aya  tvll  Rkavik  errors.  Adds  all  columns  simultaneously,  capacity 
9!in.999,9tl9.  Easily  learned  and  lasts  a  lifetime.  Bookkeepers  enthusiastic— employers  endorse  l*v. 
Price  $6.00  prepaid.  Send  moneylotder,  or  draft  to-day. 

SENT  FKEE:  Illustrated  descriptive  booklet  explaining  everything.  No  trouble  to  send  It— write. 

C.  C.  LOCKE  NANVFACTVRINC  COMPANY,  27  Walnut  Stiwet.  KenMtt  Iowa. 
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PARENTS  should  encourage  their  girls  and  boys  in  every  sport  which  will  take  them  out  of  doors, 
and  give  them  the  necessary  articles  for  their  enjoyment.  As  shooting  is  one  of  the  most  fasci¬ 
nating  and  instructive  of  sports,  why  not  present  them  on  Christmas  morning  with  one  of  our 

“Favorite”  R^ifles 


and  then  teach  them  how  to  use  it.  We  have  other  models  of  Rifles  in  our  ‘‘Stevens-Maynard, 
Jr.,”  ”  Crack  Shot  ”  and  ”  Ideal.”  We  also  make  a  large  line  of  Pistols  and  Shotguns  in 
single  and  double  barrel.  You  need  not  worry  about  accidents,  as  our  Arms  are  absolutely  reliable 
and  fully  guaranteed  for  Accuracy  and  Durability. 


ALL  DEALERS  m  sporting  goods  can  furnish  our 

1  '1  YT-T*  f  catalog  is  lull  of  valu- 

Firearms*  If  you  cannot  find  them,  don^t  accept  a 

p  rc  p.  r*  •(  able  information  for  shooters.  Mailed 

substitute^  but  write  to  us. 

(  to  any  ad^ss. 

J.  STEVENS  ARMS  ^  TOOL  COMPANY 

No.  425  Main  Street,  Chicopee  Falls,  Massachusetts 
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If  you  desre  one  of  our  1903  Calendan  of  Old  Japan,  tend 
iix  cents  in  pottage.  It’s  like  the  picture  at  the  left  of  this 
page.  Very  bright  and  unique.  The  Calendar  it  8  inches  wide, 

37  inches  long,  ready  for  hwging.  Address,  Pabst  Malt  Ex- 
TBACT  DtrAtTMKNT,  Milwaukee,  Wit. 

Hundreds  of  physicians  are  writ¬ 
ing  us,  telling  of  the  good  they  have 
found  in  prescribing 

naiKiMait  Enraa 

ifie^e^Tonic 

for  their  patients.  One  says,  *‘It  is 
good  to  give  and  good  to  take." 
Successful  physicians  are  prescribing 
Pabst  Malt  Extraft  for  folks  who 
are  half  sick,  fagged  out  from  over¬ 
work  or  any  other  cause,  because 
they  know  it  will  do  good. 

Pabst  Malt  Extract  is  sold  by  all 
druggists. 

Don't  heritate  to  send  six  cents  in  stamps  for  our  Calendar 
of  Old  Japan.  It  it  decorative,  and  the  brightest  and  prettiest 
calendar  of  the  year,  37  inches  long,  8  inches  wide,  like  picture 
at  left,  only  in  colors  and  much  larger.  Address,  Pabst  Malt 
Extsact  DxrASTMtNT,  Milwaukee,  Wit. 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


“WITH  THE  WOLF  HOUNDS” 

TN  the  Far  West,  where  a  revolver  receives  its  severest  test  in  daily 
service,  the  Smith  &  Wesson  is  used  in  preference  to  all  others.  It 
is  the  most  perfect  revolver  fashioned,  and  is  supreme  in  accuracy  and 

^  hav^  niihlUhpd  a  llmitn]  niimhrr  nf  rnnira  m  raarr  rpnniHurftnn  nf 


All  Smith  &  Wesson  Revolvers 
have  this  monogram  trade-mark 
stamped  on  the  frame.  None 
others  are  genuine. 


We  have  published  a  limited  number  of  copies  in  exact  reproduction  of 
Frederic  Remington’s  spirited  hunting  picture,  “The  Wolf  Hounds,” 
on  heavy  plate  paper,  14x15  inches  in  size.  We  will  send  prepaid  a 
copy  to  any  address  for  ten  cents  in  silver.  In  the  January  Scribner’s, 
Cosmopolitan,  McClure’s,  Smart  Set,  and  Churchman  we  will  reproduce 
“The  Horse  Thief,”  one  of  Dan  Smith’s  realistic  Western  pictures. 


7  STOCKBRIDGE  STREET 


SPRINGFIELD,  MASS. 
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It  tells  why  an  Ezybed  is  the  best  and  most  sanitary  mattress 
in  use  to-day  and  why  Kapok  makes  the  ideal  bed.  We  have 
a  copy  ready  for  you.  It’s  yours  the  minute  you  ask  for  one. 
Send  for  it. 

THE  A.  A.  BOHNERT  CO.. 

Department  H.  CIMCINNATI.  OHIO 


EVERYBODY’S  MAGAZINE 


An  Easy  Way  to  Sleepy  Town 


WE  SEND  AN 


f^zybed  Ma^ttress 


filled  with  Kapok  to  anyone  for  thirty  nights’  free  trial.  If  it 
is  not  perfectly  satisfactory  it  is  returned  at  our  expense. 


LET  US  SEND  YOU  ONE 


You  can  make  the  journey  to  Sleepy  Town  on  it  for  thirty 
nights,  and  if  you  are  then  not  satisfied  that  it  is  the 
most  perfect  mattress  for  the  trip  you  have  ever  seen,  return 
to  us ;  we  pay  all  charges. 

WE  HAVE  A  HANDSOME  BOOK 


fVe  have  a  way  you  may  not  know — 

Ifs  the  safest,  surest  way  to  go 
To  Sleepy  Town,  in  the  land  of  dreams  ; 
And  old  and  young  alike,  it  seems. 

Make  this  Journey  onee  every  day; 

.  And  everyone  likes  the  place,  they  say. 


Now,  we  feel  quite  sure  of  the  fact  that  you 
Go  like  the  rest;  and  isn't  it  true 
That  beyond  a  doubt  you'd  like  to  kncnu 
The  shortest,  safest  way  to  got 
So  let  us  give  you  a  gentle  tip: 

Take  an  Lzybed  Mattress  to  make  the  trip. 
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Portable' 
Table  j 


For  Home  Playing  in  Any  Room 

Pool,  Billiards,  Balletto,  £tc 

21  FASCINATING  GAMES 

$15  to  $45  —  Sent  on  Trial 

Sizes,  5,  6, 6>i,  and  7  Ft.  Weight,  30  to  70  Lbs. 


Place  on  library  or  dining  table  or  on  our  folding  stand,  quickly 
level  with  our  leveling  blocks,  set  away  in  closet  or  behind  door. 
Recently  improved.  Rich  mahogany  frame  with  piano  finish ;  bed 
of  patent  laminated  wood  with  steel^rders;  the  only  bed  that  will 
remain  perfectly  level  under  all  conditions ;  green  broadcloth  cover, 
best  rubber  ana  steel  cushions,  concealed  pockets,  with  covers,  16 
finest  balls.  4  cues ;  soimplements  GRATIS.  Write  for  booklet, 
free;  also  for  name  of  your  local  dealer. 

Kurrowes  Folding  Tennis  Table  is  the  best  made.  Send  for  de> 
scriptive  price  liat. 

THE  E.  T.  BURROWES  CO..  Portland,  Me.,  and  New  York 

Alio  Burrown  RutHru  Inter!  Serrent.  Made  to  Order 
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Christmas 

Breakfast 


would  be  as  cheerless  without 


Cream  of  Wheat  \ 


as  the  dinner  would  be  without  a  Turkey.  It 
promotes  good  health,  and  good  health  is  a 
thing  to  be  thankful  for.  On  Christmas 
.  Day  let  part  of  your  praise  be  of 

^  Cream  of  Wheat  A 

\  FOR  SJiLE  JIT  ALL  GROCERS  g 
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